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PROLOGUE^' 

1967 


I N THE STONE-FILLED VILLAGE of Castcllammarc del Golfo 
facing the dark Sicilian Mediterranean, a great Mafia Don 
lay dying. Vincenzo Zeno was a man of honor, who all his life 
had been loved for his fair and impartial judgment, his help to 
those in need, and his implacable punishment of those who 
dared to oppose his will. 

Around him were three of his former followers, each of whom 
had gone on to achieve his own power and position: Raymonde 
Aprile from Sicily and New York, Octavius Bianco from 
Palermo, and Benito Cra.xxi from Chicago. Each owed him one 
last favor. 

Don Zeno was the last of the true Mafia chiefs, having all his 
life obscr\’cd the old traditions. He extracted a tarilT on all busi- 
ness. but never on drugs, prostitution, or other crime of any 
kind. And never did a poor man come to his house for money 
and go away empty-handed. He corrected the injustices of the 
law — the highest judge in Sicily could make his ruling, but if 
you had right on your side, Don Zeno would veto that judg- 
ment with his own force of will, and arms. 

No philandering youth could leave the daughter of a poor 
peasant without Don Zeno persuading him into holy matri- 
mony. No bank could foreclose on a helpless farmer without 
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Don Zeno interfering to put things right. No young lad who 
hungered for a university education could be denied it for lack 
of money or qualification. If they were related to his cosca. his 
clan, their dreams were fulfilled. The laws from Rome could 
never justify the traditions of Sicily and had no authority; Don 
Zeno would overrule them, no matter what the cost. 

But the Don was now in his eighties, and over the last few 
years his power had begun to wane. He'd had the weakness to 
marrj’ a s'cry beautiful young girl, who had produced a fine 
male child. She had died in childbirth, and the boy was now two 
years old. The old man, knowing that the end was near and that 
without him his cosca would be pulverized by the more power- 
ful coscas of Corleonc and Clcricuzio. pondered the future of 
his son. 

Now he thanked his three friends for the courtesy and respcci 
they had shown in traveling so many miles to hear his request, 
Then he told them that he wanted his young son, Astorre, tc 
be taken to a place of safety and brought up under differ- 
ent circumstances but in the tradition of a man of honor, lik( 
himself. 

“1 cm die with a clear conscience,” he said, though his friend: 
knew that in his lifetime he had decided the deaths of hundred; 
of men. “if I cm see my son to safety. For in this two-year-ole 
I sec the heart and soul of a true Mafioso, a rare and almos' 
c-xtinct quality." 

He told them he would choose one of these men would to ac 
as guardian to this unusual child, and with this responsibility 
would come great rewards. 

It is strange, Don Zeno said, staring through clouded eyes 
According to tradition, it is the first son who is the tru( 
Mafioso. But in my ease it took until 1 reached my cightictl 
jrar before I could make my dream come true. I’m not a mar 
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of superstition, but if I were, I could believe this child grew 
from the soil of Sicily itself. His eyes are as green as olives that 
spring from my best trees. And he has the Sicilian sensibility — 
romantic, musical, happy. Yet if someone offends him, he 
doesn’t forget, as young as he is. But he must be guided.” 

“And so what do you wish from us, Don Zeno?” Craxxi 
asked. “For I will gladly take this child of yours and raise him 
as my own.” 

Bianco stared at Craxxi almost resentfully. “I know the boy 
from when he was first bom. He is familiar to me. I will take 
him as my own.” 

Raymondc Aprile looked at Don Zeno but said nothing. 

“And you, Raymonde?” Don Zeno asked. 

Aprile said, “If it is me that you choose, your son will be my 
son.” 

The Don considered the three of them, all worthy men. He 
regarded Craxxi the most intelligent. Bianco was surely the 
most ambitious and forceful. Aprile was a more restrained man 
of virtue, a man closer to himself. But he was merciless. 

Don Zeno, even while dying, understood that it was Ray- 
mondc Aprile who most needed the child. He would benefit 
most from the child’s love, and he would make certain his son 
learned how to survive in their world of treachery. 

Don Zeno was silent for a long moment. Finally he said, 
“Raymonde, you will be his father. And I can rest in peace.” 


^ The Dons funeral was worthy of an emperor. All the cosca 
chiefs in Sicily came to pay their respects, along with cabinet 
ministers from Rome, the owners of the great latifundia, and 
hundreds of subjects of his widespread cosca. Atop the black 
horsc-dran-n hearse, two-year-old Astorre Zeno, a fiery-eyed 
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baby attired in a black frock and black pillbox hat, rode as 
majestically as a Roman emperor. 

Tlic cardinal of Palermo conducted the service and pro- 
claimed memorably, “In sickness and in health, in unhappiness 
and despair, Don Zeno remained a true friend to all.” He then 
intoned Don Zeno’s last words; “I commend myself to God. He 
will forgive my sins, for 1 have tried every day to be just.” 

And so it was that Astorre Zeno was taken to America by 
Raymondc Aprilc and made a part of his own household. 



CHAPTER 1 


W HEN THE STURZO TWINS, Franky and Stace, pulled into 
Hcskows driveway, they saw four ver>' tall teenagers 
playing basketball on the small house court. Franky and Stace 
got out of their big Buick, and John Heskow came out to meet 
them. He was a tall, pear-shaped man; his thin hair neatly 
ringed the bare top of his skull, and his small blue eyes twin- 
kled. “Great timing," he said. “There’s someone I want you to 
meet.” 

The basketball game halted. Heskow said proudly, “This is 
my son. Jocko." The tallest of the teenagers stuck out his huge 
hand to Frank)’. 

“Hey,” Frank)' said. “How about giving us a little game?” 
Jocko looked at the two visitors. They were about six feet tall 
and seemed in good shape. Tlicy both wore Ralph Lauren polo 
shirts, one red and the other green, with khaki trousers and 
nibber-solcd shoes. Tliey were amiable-looking, handsome men, 
their cragg)' features set with a graceful confidence. They were 
obviously brothers, but Jocko could not know they were twins. 
He figured them to be in their early forties. 

“Sure,” Jocko said, w ilh boyish good nature. 

Slacc grinned. “Great! We just drove three thousand miles 
and have to loosen up.” 
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Jocko motioned to his companions, all well over six feet, and 
said. “I'll take them on my side against you three.” Since he was 
the much better player, he thought this would give his father s 
friends a chance. 

“Take it easy on them,” John Heskow said to the kids. 
“Tliey'rc just old guys futzing around.” 

It was midaftemoon in December, and the air was chilly 
enough to spur the blood. The cold Long Island sunlight, pale 
yellow, glinted off the glass roofs and walls of Heskow’s flower 
sheds, his front business. 

Jocko’s young buddies were mellow and played to accommo- 
date the older men. But suddenly Franky and Slacc were whiz- 
zing past them for layup shots. Jocko stood amazed at their 
speed; then they were refusing to shoot and passing him the 
ball. They never took an outside shot. It seemed a point of 
honor that they had to s\ving free for an easy layaip. 

The opposing team started to use their height to pass around 
the older men but astonishingly enough got few rebounds. 
Finally, one of the boys lost his temper and gave Franky a hard 
elbow in the face. Suddenly the boy was on the ground. Jocko, 
matching everything, didn’t know exactly how it happened. But 
then Stacc hit his brother in the head with the ball and said, 
“Come on. Play, you shithcad.” Franky helped the boy to his 
feet, p.atted him on the ass, and said, “Hey, I’m sorry.” They 
played for about five minutes more, but by then the older men 
were obsaously tuckered out and the kids ran circles around 
them. Finally, they quit. 

Heskow brought sodas to them on the court, and the teen- 
agers clustered around Franky, who had charisma and had 
shown pro skills on the court. Franity hugged the boy he had 
knocked down. Then, he flatthed them a man-of-the-world grin, 
which set pleasantly on his angular face. 
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“Lei me give you guys some advice from an old guy,” he said. 
“Never dribble when you can pass. Never quit when you’re 
twenty points down in the last quarter. And never go out w'ith a 
woman who owns more than one cat.” 

The boys all laughed. 

Franky and Stace shook hands with the kids and thanked 
them for the game, then followed Heskow inside the pretty 
green-trimmed house. Jocko called after them, “Hey, you guys 
are good!” 

Inside the house, John Heskow led the two brothers upstairs 
to their room. It had a very heavy door with a good lock, the 
brothers noticed as Heskow let them in and locked the door 
behind them. 

The room was big, a suite really, with an attached bathroom. 
I had two single beds — Heskow knew the brothers liked to 
Icep in the same room. In a comer was a huge trunk banded 
nth steel straps and a hca %7 metal padlock. Heskow used a key 
3 unlock the trunk and then flung the lid open. Exposed to 
iew were several handguns, automatic weapons, and muni- 
ions boxes, in an array of black geometric shapes. 

“Will that do?” Heskow asked. 

Franky said, “No silencers.” 

“You won’t need silencers for this job.” 

“Good,” Stace said. “I hate silencers. I can never hit anything 
vith a silencer.” 

“OK,” Heskow said. “You guys take a shower and settle in. 
ind I’ll gel rid of the kids and cook supper. What did you thml- 
)f my kid?” 

“A very nice boy.” Franky said. 

“And how do you like the way he plays basketball?" Heskow 
;aid with a flush of pride that made him look even more like a 
ripened pear. 
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“Exceptional ” Franky said. 

“Stace, what do you think?” Heskow asked. 

“Very exceptional,” .said Stace. 

“He has a scholarship to Villanova,” Heskow said. “NBA all 
the way." 


When the twins came down to the living room a little while 
later, Heskow was waiting. He had prepared s^tM^jvral with 
mushrooms and a huge green salad. There was red wine on the 
table, which was set for three. 

They sat down. They were old friends and knew each other’s 
histoiy. Heskow had been divorced for thirteen years. His ex- 
wife and Jocko lived a couple of miles west in Babylon. But 
Jocko spent a lot of time here, and Heskow had been a constant 
and doling father. 

“You were supposed to arrive tomorrow morning,” Heskow 
said. “1 would have pul the kid off if I knew you were coming 
today. By the time you phoned, I couldn’t throw him and his 
friends out." 

“Tliat’s OK,” Franky said. “What the hell.” 

“You guys were good out there with the kids,” Heskow said. 
“You ever wonder if you could have made it in the pros?” 

“Nah,” Stace said. “We’re loo short, only six feet. The 
eggplants were too big for us.” 

“Don’t say things like that in front of the kid,” Heskow said, 
horror-stricken. “He has to pkay with them.” 

"Oh. no,” Stace said. "I would never do that.” 

Heskow relaxed and sipped his wine. He always liked work- 
ing with the Stur70 brothers. They were both so genial — they 
never got nasty like most of the scum he had to deal with. They 
had an c.isc in the world that reflected the ease between them. 
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They were secure, and it gave them a pleasant glow. 

The three of them ate slowly, casually. Heskow refilled their 
plates direct from the frying pan. 

“I always meant to ask,” Franky said to Heskow. “Why did 
you change your name?” 

“That was a long time ago,” Heskow said. “I wasn’t ashamed 
of being Italian. But you know, I look so fucking German. 
With blond hair and blue eyes and this nose. It looked really 
fishy, my having an Italian name.” 

The twins both laughed, an easy, understanding laugh. They 
knew he was full of shit, but they didn’t mind. 

Wlien they finished their salad, Heskow served double es- 
presso and a plate of Italian pastries. He offered cigars but they 
refused. They stuck to their Marlboros, which suited their 
creased western faces. 

“Time to get down to business,” Stacc said. “This must be a 
big one, or why did we have to drive three thousand fucking 
miles? We could have flown.” 

“It wasn’t so bad,” Franky said. “I enjoyed it. We saw Amer- 
icji, firsthand. We had a good time. The people in the small 


towns were great.” . 

“Exceptional,” Stacc said. “But still, it was a long ride.” 

“I didn’t want to leave any traces at the airports,” Heskow 
said. “Thai’s the first place they check. And there will be a lot 


of heat. You boys don’t mind heat?” 


“Mother’s milk to me,” Stacc said. “Now, who the fuck is it?” 
“Don Raymondc Aprilc.” Heskow nearly choked on his es- 
presso saying it. 


Tlicrc was a long silence, and then for the first time Heskow 
caught the chill of death the twins could radiate. 

Franky said quietly, “You made us drive three thousand 
miles to ofl'er us this Job?" 



12 • MARIO PUZO 


Stacc smiled at Heskow and said, “John, it’s been nice know- 
ing you. Now just pay our kill fee and we’ll be mo\'ing on.’ 
Both twins laughed at this little joke, but Heskow didn’t get it. 

One of Frank 7 ’s friends in L.A., a freelance writer, had once 
c.xplained to the twins that though a magazine might pay him 
expenses to do an article, they would not necessarily buy it. 
They would just pay a small percentage of the agreed-upon fee 
to kill the piece, -Tli'c twins had adopted that practice. They 
charged just to listen to a proposition. In this case, because of 
the travel time and there were two of them involved, the kill fee 
was twenty thousand. 

But it was Heskosv’s job to convince them to take the assign- 
ment. “Tlic Don has been retired for three years,” he said. “All 
his old connections arc in jail. He has no power anymore. The 
only one who could make trouble is Timmona Portella, and he 
won't. Your payoff is a million bucks, half when you’re done 
and the other half in a year. But for that year, you have to lay 
low. Now evcry'thing is set up. All you guys have to be is the 
shooters.” 

"A million bucks,” Stacc said. “That’s a lot of money.” 

“My client knows it’s a big step to hit Don Aprilc,” Heskow 
said. “He wants the best help. Cool shooters and silent partners 
with mature heads. And you guys arc simply the best.” 

Franky said, “And there arc not many guys who would take 
the risk.” 

Yeah. Stacc said. "You have to live with it the rest of your 
life. Somebody coming after you, plus the cops, and the feds.” 

1 s%\car to you, Heskow said, “the NYPD won’t go all out. 
The FBI will not take a hand." 

“And the Don’s old friends?" Stacc asked. 

The dead have no friends." Heskow paused for a moment. 
"Wicn the Don retired, he cut all ties. There’s nothing to worry' 
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about.” 

Franky said to Stace, “Isn’t it funny, in all our deals, they 
always tell us there’s nothing to worry about?” 

Stace laughed. “That’s because they’re not the shooters. 
John, you’re an old friend. We trust you. But what if you’re 
wrong? Anybody can be wrong. What if the Don still has old 
friends? You know how he operates. No mercy. We get nailed, 
we don’t just get killed. We’ll spend a couple of hours in hell 
first. Plus our families are at stake under the Don’s rule. That 
means your son. Can’t play for the NBA in his grave. Maybe we 
should know who’s paying for this.” 

Heskow leaned toward them, his light skin a scarlet red as if 
he were blushing. “1 can’t tell you that. You know that. I’m just 
the broker. And I’ve thought of all that other shit. You think 
I’m fucking stupid? Who doesn’t know who the Don is? But 
he’s defenseless. I have assurances of that from the top levels. 
The police will just go through the motions. The FBI can’t 
afford to investigate And the top Mafia heads won’t interfere. 
It’s foolproof.” 

“I never dreamed that Don Aprile would be one of my 
marks,” Frank)' said. The deed appealed to his ego. To kill a 
man so dreaded and respected in his world. 

“FrankT, this is not a basketball game,” Stace warned. “Jf wc 
lose, we don’t shake hands and walk off the court” 

Stace, its a million bucks, Franky said, “And John never 
steered us wrong. Let’s go with it.” 

Stace felt their excitement building. What the hell. He and 
^ Franky could take care of themselves After all, there was 
(he million bucks. If the truth were told, Stace was more mer- 
cenary than Frank)-, more business-oriented, and the million 
swung him. 

“OK ” Stace said, “we’re in. But God have mercy on our 
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souls if you’re wTong.” He had once been an altar boy. 

“What about the Don being watched by the FBI?” Franky 
asked- “Do we have to worry about that?” 

“No,” Hcskow said. “When all his old friends went to jail, the 
Don retired like a gentleman. The FBI appreciated that. They 
leave him alone, 1 guarantee it. Now let me lay it out.” 

It took him a half hour to explain the plan in detail. 

Finally Stacc said, “Wlien?” 

“Sunday morning,” Hcskow said. “You stay here for the first 
two days. Aftcranrd the private jet flies you out of Newark.” 

“We have to have a very good driver,” Stace said. “Excep- 
tional.” 

“I’m driving,” Hcskow said, then added, almost apologeti- 
cally, “It’s a very big payday.” 


For the rest of the weekend, Hcskow baby-sat for the Sturzo 
brothers, cooking their meals, running their errands. He was 
not a man easily impressed, but the Sturzos sometimes sent a 
chill to his heart. They were like adders, their heads constantly 
alert, yet they were congenial and even helped him tend to the 
flowers in his sheds. 

The brothers played basketball one-on-one just before 
supper, and Hcskow watched fascinated by how their bodies 
slithered around each other like snakes. Franky was faster and 
a deadly shooter. Stace was not as good but more clever. 
Franky could have made it to the NB.A, Heskow thought. But 
this was not a basketball game. In a real crisis, it would have to 
be Stace. Stace wxtuld be the primary shooter. 



CHAPTER 



T he great 1990s FBI blitz of the Mafia families in New 
York left only two survivors. Don Raymondc Aprilc, the 
greatest and most feared, remained untouched. The other, Don 
Timmona Portclla, who was nearly his equal in power but a far 
inferior man, escaped by what seemed to be pure luck. 

But the future was clear. With the 1970 RICO laws so unde- 
mocraf ically framed, the zeal of special FBI prosecuting teams, 
and the death of the belief in omerta among the soldiers of the 
American Mafia, Don Raymondc Aprilc knc\v it was time for 
him to retire gracefully from the stage. 

The Don had ruled his Family for thirty years and was now a 
legend. Brought up in Sicily, he had none of the false ideas or 
strutting arrogance of the Amcrican-bom Mafia chiefs. He 
was, in fact, a throwback to the old Sicilians of the nineteenth 
century who ruled towns and \allagcs with their personal cha- 
risma, their sense of honor, and their deadly and final judgment 
of any suspected enemy. He al.so proved to have the strategic 
genius of those old heroes. 

Now, at sixty-two, he had his life in order. He had disposed of 
his enemies and accomplished his duties as a friend and a 
father. He could enjoy old age with a clear conscience, rctne 
from the disharmonies of his world, and move into the 
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fitting role of gentleman banker and pillar of society. 

His three children were safely ensconced in successful and 
honorable careers. His oldest son, Valerius, was now thirty- 
seven, married with children, and a colonel in the United States 
Army and lecturer at West Point. His career had been deter- 
mined by his timidity as a child; the Don had secured a cadet 
appointment at West Point to rectify this defect in his character. 

His second son, Marcantonio, at the early age of thirty-five, 
was. out of some mystery in the variation of his genes, a top - 
executive at a national TV network. As a boy he had been 
moody and lived in a make-believe world and the Don thought 
he would be a failure in any serious enterprise. But now his 
name was often in the papers as some sort of creative visionary, 
uhich pleased the Don but did not convince him. After all, he 
was the boy s father. Wlio knew him better? 


His daughter, Nicole, had been afiectionately called Nikki as 
a young child but at the age of six demanded imperiously that 
she be called by her proper name. She was his favorite sparring 
r:i^rtncr. At the age of twenty-nine, she was a corporate lawyer, 
a feminist, and a pro bono advocate of those poor and desper- 
ate cnminals who otherxvise could not afford an adequate legal 
definsc. She wns especially good at saving murderers from the 
tone chair, husband killers from prison confinement, and 

r ‘be rehabilitation of 

1 Id no t -b as America 

. .!k Dopitc a! this she was a very skilled and touch negotia- 
tor m coTsorate hw. a striking and forceful woman. T^e Don 
acrtxd with her on nothing. 

P»n or , he 
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Don as a titular nephew. But he seemed like a brother to the 
others because of his intense vitality and charm. From the age 
of three to sixteen he had been their intimate, the beloved 
youngest sibling — until his exile to Sicily eleven years before. 
The Don had summoned him back when he retired. 


The Don planned his retirement carefully. He distributed his 
empire to placate potential enemies but also rendered tribute 
to loyal friends, knowing that gratitude is the least lasting of 
virtues and that pfts must always be replenished. He was espe- 
cially careful to pacify Timmona Portclla. Portella was danger- 
ous because of his eccentricity and a passionate murderousness 
that sometimes had no relationship to necessity. 

How Portella escaped the FBI blitz of the 1990s was a mys- 
tery to everyone. For he was an American-born don without 
subtlety, a man incautious and intemperate, with an explosive 
temper. He had a huge body with an enormous paunch and 
dressed like a Palermo piedotto, a young apprentice killer, all 
colors and silk. His power was based in the distribution of ille- 
gal drugs. He had never married and still at age fifty was a care- 
less womanizer. He only showed true affection for his younger 
brother, Bruno, who seemed slightly retarded but shared his 
older brother's brutality. 

Don Aprile had never trusted Portella and rarely did business 
with him. The man was dangerous through his weakness, a man 
to be neutralized. So now he summoned Timmona Portella for 
a meeting. 

Portclla arrived with his brother, Bruno. Aprile met them 
with his usual quiet courtesy but came to the point quickly. 

My dear Timmona, he said. “I am retiring from all busi- 
ness affairs c.xccpt my banks. Now you will be verv much in the 
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public eye and you must be careful. If you should ever need 
any advice, call on me. For I will not be completely without 
resources in my retirement.’ 

Bruno, a small replica of his brother who was awed by the 
Dons reputation, smiled with pleasure at this respect for his 
older brother. But Timmona understood the Don far better. He 
Icnew that he ntos being warned. 

He nodded respectfully to the Don. “You have always 
showed the best judgment of us all,” he said. “And I respect 
what you arc doing. Count on me as your friend.” 

“Very’ good, very good,” the Don said. “Now, as a gift to you, 

1 ask you to heed this warning. This FBI man, Cilke, is very 
devious. Do not trust him in any way. He is drunk with his 
success, and you will be his next target.” 

“But you and I have already escaped him,” Timmona said. 
“Though he brought all our friends down. 1 don’t fear him but 
I thank you.” 

They had a celebratory drink, and the Portclla brothers left. 
In the car Bruno said, “W'hat a great man.” 

"Yes,” Timmona said. “He was a great man.” 

As for the Don. he was well satisfied. He had seen the alarm 
in Timmona's eyes and w“as assured there would no longer be 
any danger from him. 


Don Aprile requested a private meeting with Kurt Cilke, the 
he.id of the FBI in New york City. Cilke, to the Don's own sur- 
prise, w.is a man he admired. He had sent most of the East 
Coast Mafia chiefs to jail and almost broken their power. 

Don Raymondc Aprile had eluded him. for the Don knew 
the identity of Cilke’s secret informer, the one who made his 
su,.cess possible. But the Don admired CilV:c even more because 
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the man always played fair, had never tried frame-ups or power- 
play harassments, had never given publicity pin marks on the 
Don’s children. So the Don felt it was only fair to warn him. 


The meeting was at the Don’s country estate in Montauk. 
Cilke would have to come alone, a violation of the Bureau rules. 
Die FBI director himself had given approval but insisted Cilke 
use a special recording device. This was an implant in his body, 
below his rib cage, which would not show on the outer walls of 
his torso; the device was not known to the public, and its manu- 
facture was strictly controlled. Cilke realized that the real pur- 
pose of the wire was to record what he said to the Don. 

They met on a golden October afternoon on the Don's 
verandah. Cilke had never been able to penetrate this house 
with a listening device, and a judge had barred constant physi- 
cal surveillance. This day he was not searched in any way by the 
Don’s men, which surprised him. Obviously Don Raymond 
Aprile was not going to make him an illicit proposal. 

As always, Cilke was amazed and even a little disturbed by 
the impression that the Don made on him. Despite knowing 
that the man had ordered a hundred murders, broken countless 
laws of society, Cilke could not hate him. And yet he believed 
such men evil, hated them for how they destroyed the fabric of 
civilization. 

Don Aprile wis clad in a dark suit, dark tie, and white shirt. 
His expression was grave and yet understanding, the lines in 
his face the gentle ones of a virtue-loving man. How could a 
such a humane face belong to someone so merciless, Cilke 
wondered. 

The Don did not offer to shake hands out of a sensibility not 
to embarrass Cilke. He gestured for his guest to be seated and 
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bowed his head in greeting. 

“1 have decided to place myself and my family under your 
protection— that is. the protection of society,” he said. 

Cilke was astonished. WTiat the hell did the old man mean? 
“For the last twenty years you have made yourself my enemy. 
You have pursued me. But 1 was always grateful for your sense 
of fair play. You never tried to plant evidence or encourage 
perjury against me. You have put most of my friends in prison, 
and you tried very hard to do the same to me.” 

Cilke smiled. "I'm still trying,” he said. 

Tire Don nodded in appreciation. “1 have rid myself of 
everything doubtful except a few banks, surely a respectable 
business. 1 have placed myself under the protection of your 
, society. In return 1 will do my duty to that society. You can 
make it much easier if you do not pursue me. For there is no 
longer any need.” 

Cilke shnigged. "The Bureau decides. Fve been after you for 
so long, why stop now? I might get lucky.” 

Tlic Don’s face became graver and even more tired. “I have 
something to exchange with you. Your enormous success of the 
p.ist few years influenced my decision. But the thing is, I know 
your pnVe informant. I know who he is. And I have told no 
one.” 

Cilke hesitated for only seconds beforc he said impassively, “I 
have no such informant. And again, the Bureau decides, not 
me. So you've wasted my time.” 

No, no. the Don said. "Fm not seeking an advantage, just 
an accommodation. Allow me bccttusc of my age, to tel! you 
what 1 have learned. Do not exercise power because it is easy 
to your hand. .And do not get carried away with 'a certainty 
of victory when your intellect tells you there is even a hint ol 
tnieedy. Let me say 1 regard you now as a friend, not an enemy 
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and ihink to yourself what you have to gain or lose by refusing 

this offer.” _ r- a 

“And if you are truly retired, then of what use is your fnend- 

ship?” Cilke said, smiling. 

“You will have my goodwill,” the Don said. “That is worth 
something even from the smallest of men. 


Later Cilke played the tape for Bill Boxton, his deputy, who 
asked, “What the hell was that all about?” 

“That’s the stuff you have to learn,” Cilke told him. “He 
was telling me that he’s not completely defenseless, that he was 
keeping an eye on me.” 

“What bullshit,” Boxton said. “They can’t touch a federal 
agent.” 

“That’s true,” Cilke said. “That’s why I kept after him, retired 
or not. Still, I’m wary. We can’t be absolutely sure . . 


Having studied the history of the most prestigious famiTes fr. 
America, those robber barons who had ruthlessly ±£r 
fortunes while breaking the laws and ethics of humar y-<r~ 
Don Aprilc became, like them, a benefactor to sH LSs 
he had his empire— he owned ten private banks in 
largest cities. So he gave generously to build a tcsncal irie 
poor. And he contributed to the arts. He estdri^f icnair 
Columbia University for the study of the 

It was true that Yale and Harvard refcscd 

dollars for a dormitory to be named for 

bus, who was at the time in disreputem n:ergctnmdr-'=<: Yal» 

did offer to take the money and 6-^— c-.— - 

Vanzeui, but the Don was not interested in Sacc.' and 
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He despised martyrs. 

A lesser man would have felt insulted and nursed a grievance, 
but not Raj-monde Aprile. Instead, he simply gave the money to 
the Catholic Church for daily masses to be sung for his wife, 
now twenty-five years in Heaven. 

He donated a million dollars to the New York Police Bene- 
volent Association and another million to a society for the 
protection of illegal immigrants. For the three years after his 
retirement, he showered his blessings on the world. His purse 
was open to any request except for one. He refused Nicole’s pleas 
to contribute to the Campaign Against the Death Penalty — her 
crusade to stop capital punishment. 

It is astonishing how three years of good deeds and gener- 
osity can almost wipe out a thirty-year reputation of merciless 
acts. But great men also buy their own goodwill, forgiveness of 
betraying friends and exercising lethal judgment. And the Don 
too had this universal weakness. 

f-or Don Rajinondc Aprile was a man who had lived by the 
strict rules of his own particular morality. His protocol had 
made him respected for over thirty years and generated the 
extraordinary fear that had been the base of his power. A chief 
tenet of that protocol was a complete lack of mercy. 

Tlu.s sprang not from innate cruelty, some psychopathic 
desire to inflict pain, but from an absolute conviction; that men 
alw.ns refused to obey. Even Lucifer, the angel, had defied God 
and had been flung from the heavens. 

So an ambitious man struggling for power had no other 
recourse. Of course there were some persuasions, some conces- 
sions to another man's self-interest. That wus only reasonable. 
But if all that failed, there wus only the punishment of death. 
Never threats of other forms of punishment that might inspire 
reiahation. Simply a banishment from this earthly splicre, no 
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more to be reckoned with. 

Treachery was the greatest injury. The traitor’s family would 
suffer, as would his circle of friends; his w'hole world would be 
destroyed. For there are many brave, proud men willing to 
gamble their lives for their own gain, but they would think twice 
about risking their loved ones. And so in this way Don Aprile 
generated a vast amount of terror. He relied on his generosity in 
worldly goods to win their less necessary love. 

But it must be said, he was as merciless to himself Possessed 
of enormous power, he could not prevent the death of his 
young wife after she had given him three children. She died a 
slow and horrible death from cancer as he watched over her for 
six months. During that time he came to believe that she was 
being punished for all the mortal sins he had committed, and 
so it was that he decreed his own penance; He would never 
remarr>'. He would send his children away to be educated in the 
ways of lawful society, so they would not grow up in his world 
so full of hate and danger. He would help them find their way, 
but they would never be involved in his activities. With great 
sadness he resolved that he would never know the true essence 
of fatherhood. 

So the Don arranged to have Nicole, Valerius, and Marcan- 
tonio sent to private boarding schools. He never let them into 
his personal life. They came home for the holidays, when he 
played the role of a caring but distant father, but they never 
became part of his world. 

And yet despite evcrj’lhing and though they were aware of 
his reputation, his children loved him. They never talked about 
it among themselves. It was one of those family secrets that was 
not a secret. 

No one could call the Don sentimental. He had verj' few 
persona! friends, no pets, and he avoided holiday and social 
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gatherings as much as possible. Only once, many years before, 
he had committed an act of compassion that astounded his 
colleagues in America. 

Don Aprile, when he returned from Sicily with the infant, 
Astorre, found his beloved wife dying of cancer and his own 
three children desolate. Not wanting to keep the impressionable 
infant in such a circumstance for fear it would harm him in 
some way, the Don decided to place him in the care of one of 
his closest adrisors, a man named Frank Viola, and his wife. 


This proved to be an unwise choice. At the time, Frank Viola 
had ambitions to succeed the Don. 

But shortly after the Don's wife died, Astorre Viola, at the 
ace of three, became a member of the Don’s personal family 
when his “father” committed suicide in the trunk of his car, a 
cunous circumstance, and his mother died of a brain hemor- 
rhage, It was then that the Don had taken Astorre into his 
household and assumed the title of uncle. 


Wien Astorre was old enough to begin asking about his 
parents. Don Raymondc told him that he had been orphaned. 
But Astorre was a curious and tenacious young boy, so the 
Don to put an end to all his questions, told him that his parents 
had be-en peasants, unable to feed him. and had died, unknown, 
•n a smal Stethan village. The Don knew this explanation didn’t 
completely satisfy the boy. and he felt a twinge of guilt over 
dc.cn, np him but he kne^v it was important while the child was 
Ml young to k^p his Mafia roots a secret-for Astorre’s own 
safets and for the safety of the Aprile children. 


could not fast forever-it was too treacherous a world Froi 
tl>e beginning he planned to sss-itch sides, to join the safety < 
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organized society. Not that he was truly conscious of his 
purpose, but great men have an instinct for what the future will 
demand. And in this case, truly, he acted out of compassion. 
For Aslorre Viola, at the age of three, could have made no 
impression, could have given no hint of what he would later 
become as a man. Or how important a part he would play in the 
Family. 

The Don understood that the glory of America was the 
emergence of great families, and that the best social class sprang 
from men who had at first committed great crimes against that 
society. It was such men who in the search for fortune had also 
built America and left evil deeds to crumble into forgotten dust. 
How else could it be done? Leave the Great Plains of America 
to those Indians who could not conceive of a three-story 
dwelling? Leave California to Mexicans who had no technical 
ability, no vision of great aqueducts to feed water to lands that 
would allow millions to enjoy a prosperous life? America had 
the genius to attract millions of laboring poor from all over the 
world, to entice them to the necessary hard work of building 
the railroads, the dams, and the sky-scratching buildings. Ah, 
the Statue of Liberty had been a stroke of promotional genius. 
And had it not turned out for the best? Certainly there had been 
tragedies, but that was part of life. Was not America the great- 
est cornucopia the world had ever known? Was not a measure 
of injustice a small price to pay? It has always been the case that 
individuals must sacrifice to further the advance of civilization 
and his particular society. 

But there is another definition of a great man. Primarily that 
he docs not accept that burden. In some way, criminal, im- 
moral. or by sheer cunning, he will ride the crest of that wa;'e of 
human progress without sacrifice. 

Don Raymondc Aprilc was such a man. He generated bis 
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own individual power by his intelligence and by his complete 
lack of mercy. He generated fear, he became a legend. But his 
children, when they were grown, never believed in the most 
atrocious stories. 

There was the legend of the beginning of his rule as Family 
chief. Tlie Don controlled a construction company run by a 
subordinate. Tommy Liotti, whom the Don had made rich at an 
early age with city building contracts. The man was handsome, 
witty, a thorough charmer, and the Don always enjoyed his 
company. He had only one fault: He drank to excess. 

Tommy married the Don s wife’s best friend, Liza, an old- 
fashioned handsome woman with a sharp tongue, who felt it 
her duly lo curb her husband’s, obvious pleasure with himself. 
This led to some unfortunate incidents. He accepted her barbs 
well enough when he was sober, but when drunk he would slap 
her face hard enough to make her bite her tongue. 

It «as also unfortunate that the husband had a massive 
strength due to working hard and long on construction sites 
dunng tus south. Indeed, he alu-ays wore short-sleeved shirts to 
display his magnificent forearms and his great biceps. 

Sadb-. the incidents escalated over a period of two years. One 
night Tommy broke Liza’s nose and knocked out a few teeth. 

^ ' to*, ", f 7’ “““ Se solved. 
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ties of cash in his house for those incidental bribes so necessary 
to the fulfillment of city contracts. 

So Don Aprile summoned the husband. With the utmost 
courtesy, he made it plain he interfered in the man’s personal 
life only because it affected business. He advised the man to kill 
his wife outright or divorce her or never to ill-treat her further. 
The husband assured him it would never happen again. But the 
Don was mistrustful. He had noticed that certain gleam in 
the man’s eyes, the gleam of free will. He considered this one of 
the great mysteries of life, that a man will do what he feels like 
doing with no regard to the cost. Great men have allied them- 
selves with the angels at a terrible price to themselves. Evil men 
indulge their slightest whim for small satisfactions while accept- 
ing the fate of burning in hell. 

And so it turned out with Tommy Liotti. It took nearly a 
year, and Liza’s tongue grew sharper with her husband’s indul- 
gence. Despite the warning from the Don, despite his love for 
his children and his wife. Tommy beat her in the most violent 
fashion. She ended up in the hospital with broken ribs and a 
punctured lung. 

With his wealth and political connections, Tonuny bought 
one of the Don’s corrupt judges with an enormous bribe. Then 
he talked his wife into coming back to him. 

Don Aprile observed this with ^ome anger and regretfully 
took charge of the alTair. First, he attended to the practical 
aspects of the matter. He obtained a copy of the husband’s will 
and learned that like a good family man, he had left all his 
^ worldly goods to his wife and children. She would be a rich 
widow. Tlicn he sent out a special team with specific instruc- 
tioni Within the week the judge received a long box wrapped in 
nbbons, and in it, like a pair of expensive long silk gloves were 
the two massive forearms of the husband, one wearing m its 
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wrist the expensive Rolex watch the Don had given him years 
before as a token of his esteem. The next day the rest of the 
body was found floating in the water around the Verrazano 

Bridge. 

Another legend was chilling because of its ambiguity, like 
some childish ghost story. \Vhile the Don’s three children were 
attending boarding school, an enterprising and talented jour- 
nalist noted for his witty exposure of the frailties of famous 
people tracked them down and enticed them into what seemed 
like harmless verbal exchange. The w'rilcr had great fun with 
their innocence, their preppy clothes, their juvenile idealism 
about how to make a better world. The journalist contrasted it 
with their father’s reputation while admitting that Don Aprile 
had never actually been convicted of a crime. 

The piece became famous, circulated in newsrooms through- 
out the country even before publication. It was the kind of 
success a writer dreams about. Everybody loved it. 

The journalist was a nature lover, and every year he took his 
wife and two children to a cabin in upstate New York for hunt- 
ing and fishing and living simply. They were there one long 
Tlianksgiving weekend. On Saturday the cabin, ten miles from 
the nearest town, caught fire. There was no rescue for about two 
hours. By then the house had burned to smoking logs and the 
journalist and his family were merely charred and brittle sticks. 
There was an enormous outcry and a massive investigation, but 
no esidence of foul play could be found. The conclusion was 
that the family had been overcome by smoke before they could 
csciipc. 

Then a curious thing happened. A few months after the 
tragedy, whispers and rumors began to circulate, Anony-mous 
tips came in to the FBI, the police, the press. They all suggested 
that the fire was an act of vengeance by the infamous Don 
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Aprile. The press, hot for a story, clamored for the case to be 
reopened. It was, but again there was no indictment. Yet, 
despite any proof, this became another legend of the Don’s 
ferocity. 

But that was the general public; the authorities were satisfied, 
in this instance, that the Don was beyond reproach. Everybody 
knew journalists were exempt from any retaliation. You would 
have to kill thousands, so what was the point? The Don was too 
intelligent to take such a risk. Still, the legend never died. Some 
FBI teams even thought the Don himself had inspired the 
rumors to fulfill his legend. And so it grew. 

But there was another side to the Don: his generosity. If you 
served him loyally, you became rich and had a formidable pro- 
tector in times of travail. The rewards given by the Don were 
enormous but the punishments final. That was his legend. 


After his meetings with Portella and Cilke, Don Aprile had 
details to tidy up. He set in motion the machinery to bring 
Astorre Viola back home after his eleven-year exile. 

He needed Astorre, indeed had prepared him for this mo- 
ment. Astorre was the Don’s favorite, even above his own chil- 
dren. As a child Astorre was always a leader, precocious in his 
sociability. He loved the Don, and he did not fear him as his 
own children sometimes did. And though Valerius and Mar- 
cantonio were twenty and eighteen years old, when Astorre was 
ten, he established his independence from them. Indeed when 
Valerius, somewhat of a militar>’ martinet, tried to chastise 
him, he fought back. Marcantonio was much more affectionate 
to him and bought him his first banjo to encourage his singing. 
Astorre accepted this as the courtesy of one adult to another. 

The only one Astorre took orders from was Nicole. And 
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though she N\tvs two years older, she treated him as a suitor, 
as he demanded even as a small boy. She made him run her 
errands and listened soulfully to the Italian ballads he sang her. 
And she slapped his face when he tried to kiss her. For even as 
a small boy, Astorre was enraptured by feminine beauty. 

And Nicole was beautiful. She had large dark eyes and a 
sensual smile; her face revealed every emotion she felt. She chal- 
lenged anyone who tried to insinuate that as a female she was 
not as important as any man in her world. She hated the fact 
that she was not as physically strong as her brothers and As- 
lorrc, that she could not assert her will by force but only by her 
beauty. Ail this made her absolutely fearless, and she taunted 
them all, even her father, despite his dread reputation. 

After his wife’s death, when the children were still young, Don 
Aprilc made it a practice to spend one summer month in Sicily. 
1 Ic loved the life in his native village, near the town of Mon- 
tcleprc, and he still owned property there, a house that had been 
the country retreat of a count, called Villa Grazia. 

After a few years he hired a housekeeper, a Sicilian widow 
named Caterina, She w.as a very handsome woman, strong with 
a rich peasant beauty and a keen sense of how to run a property 
and command respect from the villagers. She became his mis- 
tress. All of this he kept secret Ifom his family and friends, 
though now he was a man of forty and a king in his world. 

Astorre Viola was only ten years old the first time he accom- 
panied Don Raymondc Aprilc to Sicily. The Don had been 
requested to mediate a grc.at conflict between the Corleonisi 
losca ,ind the Clericuzio cosca. And it was also his pleasure to 
spend a quiet month of tranquillity at Villa Grazia. 

Astorre, at ten. was alTablc— there was no other word. He 
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was always cheerful, and his handsome round face with its olive 
skin radiated love. He continually sang in a sweet tenor voice. 
And when he was not singing, he offered lively conversation. 
Yet he had the fiery qualities of a bom rebel, and he terrorized 
the other boys his age. 

The Don brought him to Sicily because he was the best 
of company for a middle-aged man, which was a curious com- 
mentary on both, as well as a reflection on how the Don had 
brought up his own three children. 

Once the Don settled his business affairs, he mediated the 
dispute and brought about temporary peace. Now he enjoyed 
his days reliving his childhood in his native village. He ate 
lemons, oranges, and olives from their briny barrels, and he 
took long walks with Astorre under the sullen deadly light of 
the Sicilian sun that reflected all the stone houses and countless 
rocks with a stunning heat. He told the small boy long-ago 
stories of the Robin Hoods of Sicily, their fights against the 
Moors, the French, the Spaniards, the pope himself. And tales 
of a local hero, the Great Don 2^no. 

At night, together on the terrace of the Villa Grazia, they 
watched the azure sky of Sicily lit with a thousand shooting 
stars and the flashes of lightning hurling through the moun- 
tains just a short distance away. Astorre picked up the Sicilian 
dialect immediately and ate the black olives from the barrel as 
if they were bits of candy. 


in just a few days Astorre established his leadership in a gai 
of young Nillagc boys. It was a wonder to the Don that he cou 
do so. for Sicilian children were full of pride and feared no or 
Many of these icn-year-old cherubs were already familiar 
the lupaw. the ever-present Sicilian shotgun 
Don Aprilc, Astorre, and Caterina spent long summer niah 
caung and drinking al fmsco in the luxuriL gar'eT^ 
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orange and lemon trees saturating the air with their citrus 
perfume. Sometimes old boyhood friends of the Don were 
invited to dinner and a game of cards. Astorre helped Caterina 
sers-e them drinks. 

Caterina and the Don never showed public signs of affection, 
but all was understood in the \’illage, so no man dared to 
present anv gallantries to Caterina and all showed her all the 
respect the female head of the house was due. No time in his life 
was more pleasant to the Don. 

It was just three days before the end of the visit that the 
unimaginable happened; The Don was kidnapped while walk- 
ing the streets of the village. 


In the neighboring province of Cinesi, one of the most remote 
and undeveloped in Sicily, the head of the village cosca, the 
local Mafioso, was a ferocious, fearless bandit by the name of 
Fissolini, Absolute in his local power, he really had no commu- 
nication with the rest of the Mafia coscas on the island. He 
knew nothing of the Don Aprile’s enormous power, nor did 
he think it could pcnctnitc his own remote and secure world. 
He decided to kidnap the Don and hold him for ransom. The 
only rule he knesv he was breaking v\as that he was encroaching 
onto the territory of the neighboring co.rra, but the American 
seemed a rich enough prize to warrant the risk. 

The cosca is the basic unit of what is called the Mafia and is 
usually composed of blood relatives. Law-abiding citizens such 
as lawyers or doctors attach themselves to a cosca for protec- 
tion of their interests. Each cosca is an organiration in and of 
it.sclf but may ally itself to a stronger and more powerful one. It 
is this interlinking that is commonly called the Mafia. But there 
is no overall chief or commander. 



OMEPvTA *33 

A cosca usually majors in a particular racket in its particular 
rritory. There is the cosca that controls the price of water and 
re\’ents the central government from building dams to lower 
re price. In that way it destroys the government’s monopoly, 
mother cosca will control the food and produce markets. The 
mst powerful ones in Sicily at this time were the aericuao 
osca of Palermo, which controlled the new' construction in 
ill of Sicily, and the Corleonisi cosca of Corleone, which con- 
rolled the politicians in Rome and engineered the transporta- 
:ion of drugs all over the world. Then there were the piddling 
coscas who demanded tribute from romantic youths to sing to 
the balconies of their beloveds. All coscas regulated crime. They 
would not tolerate lazy good-for-nothings burglarizing inno- 
cent citizens who paid their cosca dues. Those who stabbed for 
wallets or raped women were summarily punished by death. 
Also, there was no tolerance of adultery within the coscas. Both 
men and women were executed. That was understood. 

Fissolini’s cosca made a poor living. It controlled the sale of 
holy icons, was paid to protect a fanner’s livestock, and orga- 
nized the kidnapping of careless wealthy men. 

And so it was that Don Aprile and little Astorre, strolling 
along the streets of their village, were picked up in two vintage 
American army trucks by the ignorant Fissolini and his band 
of men. 

The ten men in peasant clothes were armed with rifles. They 
plucked Don Aprile off the ground and threw him into the first 
truck. Astorre, without hesitation, jumped into the open bed of 
the truck to stay with the Don. The bandits tried to throw him 
out, but he clung to the wooden posts. The trucks traveled an 
hour to the base of the mountains around Montelepre Then 
cverv-one s-xiichcd to horseback and donkey and climbed the 
roeW terraces toward the horizon. Throughout the trip, the boy 


34 ' MARIO PUZO 

obsen’ed everything with large green eyes but never spoke a 
word. 

bJear sunset, they reached a cave set deep in the mountains. 
There they were fed a supper of grilled lamb and homemade 
bread and wine. On the campsite was a huge statue of the 
Virgin Mary enclosed in a band-carved dark wooden shrine. 
Fissolini was devout in spite of his ferocity. He also had a natu- 
ral peasant courtesy and presented himself to the Don and the 
boy. There was no doubt he was chief of the band. He was 
short and built powerfully as a gorilla, and he carried a rifle and 
two guns on his body belt. His face was as stony as Sicily, but 
there was a merty twinkle in his eyes. He enjoyed life and its 
little jokes, especially that he held in his power a rich American 
worth his weight in gold. And yet there was no malice in him. 

“Excellency," he said to the Don, “I don't want you to worry 
about this young lad. He will carry the ransom note to town 
tomorrow morning.” 

Astorre was eating lustily. He had never tasted anything so 
delicious as this grilled lamb. But he finally spoke up with 
cheerful bravery. "I’m staying with my Dnclc Raymonde,” he 
said. 

Fissolini laughed. "Good food gives courage. To show my 
respect for His Excellency I prepared this meal myself. I used 
my mother’s special spices." 

"I m staying with my uncle,” Astorre said, and his voice rang 
out clear, defiant, 

Don Aprite said to Fissolini sternly yet kindly, “It’s been a 
wonderful night — the food, the mountain air, your company. I 
look forward to the fresh dexv in the country. But then I advise 
you to bring me back to my xilUagc.” 

Fissolini boned to him respectfully, "I know that vou are 
rich. But arc you that powerful? 1 am only going to ask for one 
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hundred thousand dollars in American money.” 

“That insults me,” the Don said. “You will injure my reputa- 
tion. Double it. And another fifty for the boy. It will be paid. 
But then your life will be an eternal misery.” He paused for a 
moment. “I’m astonished you could be so rash.” 

Fissolini sighed. “You must understand. Excellency, I am a 
poor man. Certainly I can take what I want in my province, but 
Sicily is such a cursed country that the rich are too poor to 
support men like myself. You must understand that you are the 
chance to make my fortune.” 

“Then you should have come to me to offer your services,” 
the Don said. “I always have use for a talented man.” 

“You say that now because you are weak and helpless,” Fis- 
solini said. “The weak are always so generous. But I will follow 
your advice and ask double. Though I feel a little guilty about 
that. No human is worth so much. And I will let the boy go free. 

I have a weakness for children — I have four of my own whose 
mouths I must feed.” 

Don Aprilc looked at Astorre. “Will you go?” 

“No,” Astorre said, lowering his head. “I want to be with 
you.” He raised his eyes and looked at his uncle. 

‘‘Tlien let him stay,” the Don said to the bandit. 

Fissolini shook his head. “He goes back. I have a reputation 
to keep. I will not be known as a kidnapper of children. Be- 
cause after all, Your Excellency, though 1 have the utmost 
respect, I will have to send you back piece by piece if they do 
not pay. But if they do, I give you the word of honor of Pietro 
Fissolini, not a hair of your mustache will be touched.” 

“Tlic money will be paid.” the Don said calmly. “And now let 
us make the best of things. Nephew, sing one of your songs for 
these gentlemen.” 

Astorre sang to the bandits, who were enchanted and 
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complimented him, mfiling his hair afTectionately. Indeed it 
was a mapcal moment for all of them, the child’s s\vect voice -i 
filling the mountains with songs of love. 

Blankets and sleeping bags were brought out of a nearby 
cave. 

Fissolini said, “Your Excellency, what would you like for 
breakfast tomorrow? Some fish, fresh from the water per- 
haps? Then some spaghetti and veal for lunch? We are at your 
scrrice." 

“I thank you.” the Don said. “A bit of cheese and fruit will be 
enough.” 

“Sleep well,” Fissolini said. He was softened by the boy’s 
look of unhappiness, and he patted Astorre on the head. 
“Tomorrow you will rest in your own bed.” 

Astorre closed his eyes to fall asleep immediately on the 
ground next to the Don. “Stay beside me,” the Don said, as he 
rasched his arms around the boy. 

Astorre slept so soundly that the rising cinder-red sun was 
over his head when a clatter awoke him. He rose and saw' that 
the hollow was filled with fifty armed men. Don Aprilc, gentle, 
calm and dignified, was sitting on a great ledge of stone, sipping 
from a mug of coffee. 

Don Aprilc saw Astorre and beckoned to him. “Astorre, do 
you want some coficc?" He pointed a finger at the man before 
him. “This is my good friend. Bianco. He has rescued us.” 

Astorre s.rw a huge man who, though he was well encased in 
fat. wore a suit and tic, and seemed to be unarmed, was far 
more frightening than Fissolini. He had a curly head of white 
hair and large pink e3'es, and he radiated power. But he seemed 
to blanket that power when he spoke with a soft, gravelly voice. 

Octavius Bianco said, “Don Aprile, I must apologize for 
being so late and (hat you had to sleep like a peasant on the 
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ground. But I came as soon as 1 got the news. I always knew 
Fissolini was a dunce, but I never expected him to do this.” 

There began the sound of hammering, and some men moved 
out of Astorre’s vision. He saw two young boys, nailing together 
a cross. Then, lying on the far side of the hollow, he saw Fis- 
solini and his ten bandits trussed on the ground and tethered to 
trees. They were encased by a web of wire and rope, their limbs 
entwined. They looked like a mound of flies on a lump of meat. 

Bianco asked, “Don Aprile, which of these scum do you wish 
to judge first?” 

“Fissolini,” the Don said. “He is the leader.” 

Bianco dragged Fissolini before the Don; he was still tightly 
bound, like a mummy. Bianco and one of his soldiers lifted him 
and forced him to stand. Then Bianco said, “Fissolini, how 
could you be so stupid? Didn’t you know the Don was under 
my protection or I would have kidnapped him myself? Did you 
think you were just borrowing a flask of oil? Some vinegar? 
Have 1 ever entered your province? But you were always head- 
strong, and I knew you would come to grief. Well, since like 
Jesus you must hang from the cross, make your apologies to 
Don Aprile and his little boy. And I will give you mercy and 
shoot you before we hammer in the nails.” 

“So,” the Don said to Fissolini. “Explain your disrespect.” 

Fissolini stood upright and proud. “But the disrespect was 
not for your person. Excellency. I did not know how important 
and dear you were to my friends. That fool. Bianco, might have 
kept me fully informed. Excellency, I have made a mistake and 
^ I must pay.” He stopped for a moment and then shouted angrily 
and scornfully at Bianco. “Stop those men from hammering 
those nails. I’m going deaf. And you can’t scare me to death 
before you kill me!” 

FLssolini paused again and said to the Don, “Punish me, but 
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Sparc my men. They followed my orders. They have families. 
You will destroy an entire village if you kill them.” 

"Thej' are responsible men,” Don Aprile said sarcastically. I 
would insult them if they did not share your fate.” 

At this moment Astorre, even in his child’s mind, realized 
that they were talking life and death. He whispered, “Uncle, 
don’t hurt him.” The Don made no sign of having heard. 

“Go on,” he said to Fissolini. 

Fissolini gave him a questioning look, at once proud and 
wary'. “I will not beg for my life. But those ten men lying there 
arc all in my blood family. If you kill them, you destroy their 
wives and their children. Three of them arc my sons-in-law. 
They had absolute faith in me. They trusted my judgment. If 
you let them go, I would make them swear their undying loyalty 
to you before I die. And they will obey me. That is something, 
to have ten loyal friends. That is not nothing. I am told you arc 
a great man. but you cannot be truly great if you do not show 
mercy. You shouldn’t make a habit of it, of course, but just this 
once.” He smiled at Astorre. 

For Don Raymondc Aprile this was a familiar moment, 
and he was in no doubt as to his decision. He had always dis- 
trusted the power of gratitude, and he believed that no one 
could direct the influence of free will in any man, except by 
death. He regarded Fissolini impassively and shook his head. 
Bianco moved forvrard. 

Astorre strode to his uncle and looked him square in the eyes. 
He had understood everything. He put out his hand to protect 
Fi.ssolini. 

‘ He didn’t hurt us,” Astorre said. “He just wanted our 
moncj'." 

The Don smiled and said. “And that’s nothing?” 

Astorre said, “But it was a good reason. He wanted the 
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money to feed his family. And I like him. Please, Uncle.” 

The Don smiled at him and said, “Bravo.” Then he remained 
silent for a long time, ignoring Astorre tugging at his hand. And 
for the first time in many years the Don felt the urge to show 
mercy. 

Bianco’s men had lit up small cigars, very strong, and the 
smoke wafted through the dawn air carried on the mountain 
breezes. One of the men came forward and from his hunting 
jacket took out a fresh cigar and offered it to the Don. With a 
child’s clarity, Astorre understood this was not only a courtesy 
but a demonstration of respect. The Don took the dgar, and 
the man lit it for him within cupped hands. 

The Don puffed his cigar slowly and deliberately, then said, 
“I will not insult you by showing you mercy. But I will offer you 
a business arrangement. I recognize you had no malice and you 
showed the utmost regard for my person and the boy. So this is 
the arrangement. You live. Your comrades live. But for the rest 
of your lives, you will be at my command.” 

Astorre felt an enormous relief, and he smiled at Fissolini. 
He watched Fissolini kneel to the ground and kiss the Don’s 
hand. Astorre noticed that the surrounding armed men puffed 
furiously on their cigars, and even Bianco, grand as a moun- 
tain, trembled with pleasure. 

Fissolini murmured, “Bless you. Your Excellency.” 

The Don put his cigar down on a nearby rock. “I accept your 
blessing, but you must understand. Bianco came to save me, 
and you arc expected to do the same duty. I pay him a sum of 
money, and I will do the same for you every year. But one act of 
disloyalty and you and your world w'ill be destroyed. You, your 
wife, your children, your nephews, your sons-in-law will cease 
to exist." 

Fissolini rose from his knees. He embraced the Don and 
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iToubled. 

“Is Catcrina your girlfriend?” he asked. 

The Don laughed. “She is my good friend,” lie said, 
Astone thought about this. "Do my cousins know abi 
her?" 

“No, my children do not know." Again the Don was anni 
by the boy and wondered what would come next. 

Astorre was very grave now. "Do my cousins know you t 
such powerful friends like Bianco who will do anything yot 
them they must do?" 

“No,” the Don said. 

“I won’t tell them about anything,” Astorre said. “Not 
about the kidnapping.” 

The Don felt a surge of pride. Omerta had been bred ini 


genes. 

Late that night, alone, Astorre went to the far comer c 
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garden and dug a hole with his bare hands. In that hole he put 
the olive pits he had secreted in his pocket. He looked up at the 
pale night blue of the Sicilian sky and dreamed of himself as an 
old man like his uncle, sitting in this garden on a similar night, 
watching his olive trees grow. 


After that, everything was fate, the Don believed. He and 
Astorre made the yearly trip to Sicily until Astorre was sixteen. 
In the back of the Don’s mind, a vision was forming, a vague 
outline of the boy’s destiny. 

It was his daughter who created the crisis that moved Astorre 
into that destiny. At the age of eighteen, two years older than 
Astorre, Nicole fell in love with him and with her fier>' tempera- 
ment did little to conceal the fact. She completely overwhelmed 
the susceptible boy. They became intimate with all the hot furi- 
ousness of youth. 

The Don could not allow this, but he was a general who 
adjusted his tactics to the terrain. He never gave any hint he 
knew of the affair. 

One night he called Astorre into his den and told him he 
would be sent to England for his schooling and to serxe an 
apprenticeship in banking with a certain Mr. Pryor of London. 
He did not give any further reason, knowing the boy would 
realize he was being sent away to end the aflair. But he had not 
reckoned with his daughter, who had listened outside the door. 
She came storming into the room, her pa.ssionatc outrage 
making her even more beautiful. 

“You're not sending him away.’’ she screamed at her father. 
“We’ll run away together.” 

ITe Don smiled at her and said pincatingly, “You 
to finish school." 

\ 

\ i- 
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lives of such people were like fair)’ tales to the Don. He was 
fascinated by them. 

Over family dinners, Marcantonio and his father could quar- 
rel in a friendly way for the entertainment of the others. Once 
the Don told Marcantonio, “I have never seen people so good 
or so evil as your characters in those dramas.*' 

Marcantonio said, “That is what our audience believes. We 
have to give it to them.” 

At one family gathering, Valerius had tried to explain the 
rationale for the war in the Persian Gulf, which in addition to 
protecting important economic interests and human rights had 
also been a ratings bonanza for Marcantonios TV network. 
But to all of this the Don just shrugged. These conflicts were 
refinements in power that did not interest him. 

“Tell me,” he said to Valerius. “How do nations really win 
wars? Vtfiiat is the deciding factor?” 

Valerius considered this. “There is the trained army, brilliant 
generals. There arc the great battles, some lost, some won. 
Wlicn I worked in intelligence, and we analyzed everything, it 
comes to this; The country that produces the most steel wins 
the war, simply that.” 

The Don nodded, finally satisfied. 

His warmest and most intense relationship was with Nicole. 
He was proud of her accomplishments, her physical beauty, her 
passionate nature, and her intelligence. And, true, young as she 
was, just thirty-two, she was a powerful up-and-coming lawyer 
with good political connections, and she had no fear of anyone 
in a suit who represented entrenched power. 

Here the Don had helped her secretly; her law firm was 
deeply indebted to him. But her brothers were warj' of her for 
two reasons; she was unmarried and she did a great deal of pro 
bono w'ork. Despite his admiration for her, the Don could never 
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take Nicole seriously in the world. She was, after all, a woman. 
And one with troubling taste in men. 

At family dinners the father and daughter argued constantly, 
like two great cats frolicking dangerously, occasionally drawing 
blood. They had one serious bone of contention, the only thing 
that could affect the Don’s constant affability. Nicole believed 
in the sacredness of human life, that capital punishment \vas an 
abomination. She had organized and led the Campaign Against 
the Death Penalty. 

“Why?” the Don asked. 

And Nicole would become infuriated all over again. Because 
she believed capital punishment would eventually destroy hu- 
manity. Tliai if killing was condoned under any circumstances, 
then it could be justified by another set of circumstances, 
another set of beliefs. Eventually, it would not serve evolution 
or civilization And believing that brought her into constant 
conflict with her brother Valenus. After all, what else did the 
army do? The reasons didn’t matter to her. Killing was killing 
and would .set us all back to cannibalism or worse. At every 
opportun.ty, Nicole fought in courts all over the country to save 
condemned murderers. .Although the Don considered this the 
sheerest nonsense, he nonetheless, proposed a toast to her at a 
family dinner following her victory’ in a famous pro bono ease. 
She had secured commutation of the death sentence of one of 
the decades most notorious criminals, a man who had killed 
his best friend and sodomized the newly made widow. In his 
getaway, he had c.'cecutcd two gas station attendants while he 
robbed them. He had gone on to rape and murder a ten-year- 
old girl His career was brought to a close only when he at- 
tempted to kill two policemen in their cruiser. Nicole had won 
the ease on grounds of insanity, and on the assurance that he 
would live the rest of his life in an institution for the criminally 
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insane without the hope of release. 

The next family dinner was a celebration to honor Nicole for 
winning another ease — this time her own. In a recent trial she 
had championed a difficult principle of law at great personal 
risk. And she had been brought before the bar Association 
for unethical practice and had been acquitted. Now she was 
exuberant. 

The Don, in a cheerful mood, showed an uncharacteristic 
interest in this ease. He congratulated his daughter on the 
acquittal but was somewhat confused, or pretended to be, by 
the circumstances. Nicole had to explain it to him. 

She had defended a man, thirty years of age, who had raped, 
sodomized, and killed a twelve-year-old girl, then secretly 
hidden her body so that it could not be found by the police. 
Circumstantial evidence against him had been strong, but with- 
out a corpus, the jury and judge would be reluctant to give him 
the death penalty. Tlic parents of the victim were in anguish in 
their frustrated desire to find the body. 

Tlic murderer confided to Nicole, as his attorney, where the 
body u’as buried and authorized her to negotiate a deal — he 
would reveal the body’s whereabouts in exchange for a life 
sentence rather than execution. However, when Nicole opened 
negotiations wth the prosecutor, she was faced with a threat 
of prosecution herself if she did not immediately reveal the 
whereabouts of the body. She believed it mattered to society to 
protect the confidentiality between attorney and client. There- 
fore. she refused, and a prominent judge declared her in the 
right. 

The prosecutor, after consulting with the parents of the 
victim, finally consented to the deal. 

Tire murderer told them that he had dismembered the body, 
placed u in a box filled with ice. and buried it in a nearby 
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marshland in New Jersey. And so the body was found and the 
murderer sentenced to life imprisonment. But then the Bar 
Association brought her up on charges of unethical negotia- 
tion. And today she had won her acquittal. 

The Don toasted to all of his children and then asked Nicole, 
“And you behaved honorably in all this?" 

Nicole lost hcrc-xuberancc. “It was the principle of the thing. 
The government cannot be allowed to breach the lawyer/client 
privilege in any one situation, no matter how grave, or it .s no 
longer sacrosanct." 

“And you felt nothing for the victim’s mother and father?" 
the Don asked. 

“Of course I did," Nicole said, annoyed. “But how could I let 
this affect a b.astc principle of the law? 1 suffered for that, I 
really did; why wouldn’t 1? But unfortunately, in order to set 
precedents for future law sacnficcs have to be made." 

“And yet the Bar Association put you on trial,” the Don said. 
“To save face," Nicole said. "It was a political move. Ordi- 
nary people, unschooled in the complexities of the legal system, 
can’t accept these pnnciplcs of law, and there was an uproar. So 
my tnal diffused everything. Some very prominent judge had to 
go public and explain that 1 had the right under the Constitu- 
tion to refuse to give that information." 

“Bravo,” the Don said jovially. “The law is always full of 
surprises. But only to lawyers, of coursa” 

Nicole knew he was making fun of her. She said sharply, 
“Without a body of law, no civilization can exist.” 

“That is true." the Don said as if to appease his daughter. 
But it seems unfair that a man who commits a terrible crime 
escapes with his life." 

That s true, Nicole said. "But our system of law is based on 
plea bargaining. It is true that each criminal gets less punish- 
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mcnt than he dcscr\'cs. But in a way that’s a good thing. For- 
giveness heals. And in the long nm, those who commit crimes 
against our society will be more easily rehabilitated.” 

So it was with a good-humored sarcasm that the Don pro- 
posed his toast. “But tell me,” he said to Nicole. “Did you ever 
believe the man innocent by reason of his insanity? After all, he 
did exercise his free will.” 

Valerius looked at Nicole with cool, measuring eyes. He was 
a tall man, forty years of age with a bristly short mustache and 
hair already turning to steel gray. As an intelligence ofneer, he 
had himself made decisions that overlooked human morality. 
He was interested in her reasoning. 

Marcantonio understood his sister, that she aspired to a 
normal life partly out of shame for their father's life. He was 
more worried that she would say something rash, something 
that her father could never forgive her for. < 

As for Astorre. he was dazzled by Nicole— her flashing eyes, 
the incredible energy with which she responded to her father’s 
goading. He remembered their lovemaking as teenagers and 
fell her still obvious affection for him. But now he was trans- 
formed. no longer what he was when they were lovers. That was 
understood. He wondered if her brothers knew about that 
long-ago affair. And he too worried that a quarrel would break 
the bonds of family, a family that he loved, that w-as his only 
refuge. He hoped Nicole would not go too far. But he had no 
.sjanpathy for her vicw.s. His years in Sicily had taught him 
differently. But it amazed him that the two people he eared 
most about in the world could be so different. And it occurred 
to him that even if she were right, he could never side with 
Nicole against her father. 

Nicole looked boldly into her father's eyes. “I don’t believe he 
had free will, she said. “He was forced by the circumstances of 
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his life - -by his own distoricil perceptions, his genetic heritage, 
his biochemistry, tlic ignorance of mcdicinc-'-lic was insane. So 
of course I believe it." 

Tlic Don pondered this for a moment. “Tell me," he said. "If 
he admittcil to you all his excuses were false, would you still 
have tried to save his life? ’ 

“Yes," Nicole said. "F.ach individual life is sacred. The slate 
has no right to take it." 

The Don smiled at her mockingly, “That’s your Italian 
blood. Do you know that modern Italy has never had the death 
penalty? All those human lives saved." His sons and Astorre 
flinched at his sarcasm, but Nicole was unabashed. 

She ■•aid to him sternly. “It is barbaric for the state under 
the mantle of justice to commit premeditated murder. I would 
think that you of all people would agree with that." It was a 
challenge, a reference to liis reputation. Nicole laughed, then 
saiil more soherh, "Wo have an alternative. The criminal is 
liK'kcd assay m .m institution or a prison for life svithout hope 
of release or p.irole riieii he is no longer a danger to society." 

nic Don looked at lier coolly “One thing at a time,” he said. 
“I do approve of the state taking a human life And as for your 
lifetime svithout parole or release, that’s a joke. Twenty years 
pass and supposedly nesv csidencc is found, or rch,abihtation is 
assumed and the criminal has made a new person of himself, so 
now spills the milk of human kindness. Hut no one cares for the 
dead, nic man goes free. And that's not really important . . 

Nicole frosvned. “Dad. 1 didn’t imply that the victim isn't 
important. Hut taking a life will not get the victim's life back. 
And the longer sve condone killing, under any circumstances, 
the longer it will go on ’’ 

Here the Don paused and drank his wine as he looked 
around the table at his two sons and Astorre. “Let me tell you 
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the reality," he said, and turned to his daughter. He spohe svith 
an intensity rare for him. “You say human life is saercd? From 
what evidence? \Viicrc in history? The wirs that ha\c killed 
millions arc endorsed by all governments and religions. Tlic 
massacres of thousands of enemies in a political dispute, over 
economic interests, arc recorded through time. How many 
times has the earning of money been placed above (he sanc- 
tity of human life? And you yourself condone the taking of a 
human life when you get your client off.” 

Nicole’s dark eyes flashed. “I have not condoned it," she said. 
“1 have not excused it. I think it’s barbaric. 1 have just refused 
to lay the ground for more of it!" 

Now (he Don spoke more quietly but more sincerely. “Above 
all this," he said, “the victim, your loved one. lies beneath the 
earth. He is forever banished from this world. We will never see 
his face, we will ne\cr hear his s’oicc, we will never (ouch his 
flesh. He is in darkness, lost to us and our world." 

Tlicy all listened silently as the Don took another sip of 
wane. “Now, my Nicole. Hear me. Your client, your murderer, is 
sentenced to life imprisonment. He will be behind bars or in an 
institution for the rest of his life. So you s.ay. But each morning 
he will .see the rising sun, he will taste hot food, he will hear 
music, the blood will run in his veins and interest him in the 
world. His loved ones can still cmbnicc him. I undcrst.and he 
can even study book.s, learn carpentry to build a table and 
chairs. In .short, he lives. And th.at is unjust." 

Nicole was resolute. She did not flinch. “Dad, to domesticate 
itnimals, j-ou don't let them cat r;iw meal. You don't let them get 
a taste of it or they wsint more. Tlic more we kill, th.c c.isicr it 
gets to kill. Can't you see that?" When he didn't anwer Iter, she 
asked. “And how can you decide wh.it's just or unjttst? 
do you draw the line?" It had been meant as a deflance bu/ ’ - 

i 
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more of a plea to understand all her years of doubt in him. 

They all expected an outburst of fury by the Don at her inso- 
lence, but suddenly he was in a good humor. ‘ I have had my 
moments of weakness,” he said, “but 1 never let a child judge 
his or her parents. Children are useless and live by our sufTcr- 
ancc. And I consider myself beyond reproach as a father. 1 have 
raised three children who are pillars in society, talented, accom- 
plished, and successful. And not completely powerless against 
fate. Can any of you reproach me?” 

At this point Nicole lost her anger. “No,” she said. “As a 
parent no one can reproach you. But you left something out. 
The oppressed arc the ones who hang. The rich wind up escap- 
ing the final punishment.” 

The Don looked at Nicole with great seriousness. “Why, 
then, do you not fight to change the laws so that the rich hang 
^ with the poor? That is more intelligent.” 

Astorre murmured, smiling cheerfully. "There would be very 
few of us left.” .And that remark cut the tension. 

“The greatest virtue of humanity is mercy," Nicole said. "An 
enlightened society docs not c.xecutc a human being, and it 
refrains from punishment as much as common sense and justice 
allows.” 

U was only then that the Don lost his customary good 
humor. "Where did you get such ideas?" he asked. “They arc 
self-indulgent and cowardly — more, they are blasphemous. 
Who is more merciless than God? He does not forgive. He does 
not ban punishment. There is a Heaven and there is a Hell by 
His decree. He docs not banish gnef and sorrow in His world. 
It is His Almighty duty to show no more than the necessary 
mercy. So who are you to dispense such marvelous grace? It’s 
an arrogance. Do you think that if you arc so saintly, you can 
create a better world? Remember, saints can only whisper 
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prayers to God's car and only when they have earned the right 
to do so by their own martyrdom. No. It is our duty to pursue 
our fcllowman. Or what great sins he could be aipablc of com- 
mitting. We would deliver our world to the devil.” 

This left Nicole speechless with anger and Valerius and 
Marcantonio smiling. Astorre bowed his head as if in prayer. 

Finally Nicole said, “Daddy, you arc just too outrageous as a 
moralist. And you certainly arc no example to follow.” 

There was a long silence at the table as each one sat with 
memories of their strange relationship with the Don. Nicole 
never quite believing the stories she’d heard about her father 
and yet fearing they were true. Marcantonio remembering one 
of his colleagues at the network asking slyly, “How docs your 
father treat you and the other kids?” 

And Marcantonio, considering the question carefully, know- 
ing the man w-as referring to his father’s reputation, had said 
quite seriously, "My father is very cordial to us.” 

Valerius was thinking how’ much his father was like some 
generals he had scn'cd under. Men who got the job done with- 
out any moral scruples, without any doubts as to their duty. 
Arrows that sped to their mark with deadly swiftness and 
accuracy. 

For Astorre it was dilTercnt. Tlic Don had always shown him 
affection and trust. But he was also the only one at the table 
who knew that the reputation of the Don was true. He was 
remembering three years before when he had returned from his 
years of exile. The Don had given him certain instructions. 

The Don had told him, “A man my age can die from stubbing 
his toe on a door, or from a black mole on his back, or from a 
break in the beating of his heart. It is strange that a man docs 
not rc,ili7.c his mortality every second of his life No matter. He 
need not have enemies. But still one must plan. I hrive made you 
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a majority heir to my banks; you will control them and share 
the income with my children. And for this reason; Certain 
interests want to buy my banks, one headed by the consul 
general of Peru. The federal government continues to investi- 
gate me under the RICO laws so they can seize my banks. What 
a nice piece of business for them. They will find nothing. Now. 
my instructions to you arc never sell the banks. They will be 
more profitable and powerful as time goes on. In time the past 
will be forgotten. 

‘if something unexpected happens, call Mr. Pryor, to assist 
you as controller. You know him well. He is extremely qualified, 
and he too profits from the banks. He owes me his loyalty. Also, 
I will introduce you to Benito Cr<i.x.xi in Chicago. He is a man 
of mftmte resources and also profits from the banks. He too 
IS trustworthy. Meanwhile, 1 will give you a macaroni business 
simp!) to run and give you a good living. For all this I charge 
you ivitli the safety and prospemy of my children. It is a harsh 
world, and I ha\c brought them up as innocents. 

Tlircc years later. Astorre was pondering these vvord.s. Time 
had passed, and it seemed now that his services would not be 
needed. The Don's world could not be shattered. 

But Nicole was not quite finished with her arguments. “What 
about the quality of mercy?” she said to her father. "You know, 
what Chnsiians preach?” 

The Don replied without hesitation. “Mercy is a vice, a 
pretension to pow'crs wc do not have. Those who give mercy 
commit an unpardonable offense to the victim. And that is not 
3ur duty here on earth." 

“So you would not want mercy?" Nicole asked. 

"Never." the Don said. “1 do not seek it or desire it. If I must, 
will accept the punishment foral! my sins." 

It was at this dinner that Colonel Valerius Aprile invited his 
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family to attend the confirmation of his twelve-year-old son, in 
New York City, two months hence. His wife had insisted on a 
big celebration at her family’s old church. It was in the Don’s 
newly transformed character to accept this invitation. 


And so on a cold December Sunday noon, bright with a 
lemon-colored light, the Aprile family went to Saint Patrick’s 
on Fifth Avenue, where the brilliant sunshine etched the image 
of that great cathedral into the streets around it. Don Ray- 
mondc Aprile, Valerius and his wife, Marcantonio, anxious for 
a quick getaway, and Nicole, beautiful in blaek, watched the 
cardinal himself, red-hatted and sipping wine, give Commu- 
nion and administer Heaven’s admonitory' ceremonial slap on 
the cheek. 

It was a sweet and mysterious pleasure to see the boys on 
the brink of puberty, girls ripening into nubility in their white 
gowns with the red silk scarves draped around, marching down 
the aisles of the cathedral, stone angels and saints watching 
over them. Confirming that they would serve God for the rest 
of their lives. Nicole had tears in her eyes, though she didn't 
believe a word the cardinal was saying. She laughed to herself. 

Out on the steps of the cathedral, the children shed their 
robes and showed off their hidden finery. The girls in frail cob- 
webby white lace dresses, the boys in their dark suits, glaring 
white shirts, and traditional red neckties knitted at their throats 
to ward off the Devil. 

Don Aprile emerged from the church, Astorre on one side. 
Marcantonio on the other. The children milled around in a 
circle, Valerius and his wife proudly holding their son's eowti 
as a photographer snapped their picture. Don Aprile began to 
descend the steps alone. He breathed in the air. It was a glorious 
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day; he felt so alive ami alert. And when his nc\vly confirmed 
grandson came over to hug him, he patted his head affcction- 
utely and put a huge gold coin in the boy's palm— the tradi* 
tional gift on a child’s Confirmation day. Then with a generous 
hand he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a hand- 
ful of smaller gold coins to give to the other boys and girls. He 
w-.is gratified by their shouts of joy and indeed by being in 
the city itself, its tall pray stone buddings as sweet as the trees. 
1 Ic was quite alone, only Astorre a few paces behind I Ic looked 
down at the stone steps in front ol him. then paused a moment 
as a huge black car pulled up .is if to receive him 


In Rnghtvsatcrs th.ii Sundav morning Heskow got up early 
and went to get b.ikcd goods and the newspapers. He Stored 
the stolen c.ii in the garage, a huge black sedan packed with 
the guns .iiul in.isks .ind boxes of ammunition. He checked the 
timv the g.is and oil. and the braking lights Perfect. He went 
back into the house to w.ikc up I ranky and Stacc, but of course 
they vtctc alrc.uh up ,ind St.icc had the coffee ready 
They ale brcaklasi in silence and read the Sunday papers, 
fmnky checked the college basketball scores. 

At leu o'clock St.iic s.iul to Heskow, " rhe car ready?" and 
Heskow said. "All set '' 

They pot into the car and left, hranky silting up front with 
Heskow. Stacc in the back fhe trip to the city would take an 
hour, so they would hate an extra hour to kill. The important 
thing was to be on lime. 

In the ear franky checked the guns, Stacc tried on one of the 
masks, little white shells attached to side strings, so that they 
could hang them around their necks until they had to put them 
on at the last moment. 
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They drove into the city listening to opera on the radio. Hes- 
kow was an excellent driver, conservative, steady-paced, no dis- 
turbing acceleration or deceleration. He always left a good space 
in front and back. Stacc gave a little grunt of approval, which 
lifted part of the strain; they were tense but not jittery. They 
knew they had to be perfect. They couldn’t miss the shot. 

Heskow weaved slowly through the city; he seemed to catch 
every red light. Then he turned onto Fifth Avenue and waited 
half a block from the cathedral’s great doors. The church bells 
began to ring, the sound clanging against the surrounding 
steel skyscrapers. Heskow started up the motor again. At! three 
men watched the children swirling out into the streets. It wor- 
ried them. 

Stacc murmured, “Franky, the head shot.” Then they saw 
the Don come out, walk ahead of the men on either side of 
him, and begin to descend the steps. He seemed to look directly 
at them, 

“Masks,” Heskow said. He accelerated slightly, and Franky' 
put his hand on the door handle. His left hand cradled the Uzi, 
ready to come out onto the sidewalk. 

The car speeded up and stopped as the Don reached the last 
step. Stacc jumped out of the backseat onto the street, the car 
between him and his target. In one quick move he rested his gun 
on the roof. He shot two-handed. He only fired twice. 

The first bullet hit the Don square in the forehead. Tlie 
second bullet tore out his throat. His blood spurted all over the 
sidewalk, showering yellow sunlight with pink drops. 

At the same time Franky, on the sidewalk, fired a long burst 
of his Uzi over the heads of the crowd. 

Tlicn both men were back in the car and Heskow screeched 
down the avenue. Minutes later they were driving through the 
tunnel and then onto the little airport, where a private jet took 
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them aboard. 


At the sound of the first shot Valerius hurled his son and wife 
to the ground and covered them with his body. He actually saw 
nothing that happened. Neither did Nicole, who stared at her 
father w'ith astonishment. Marcantonio looked down in disbe- 
lief. The reality was so dilTcrcnl from the staged fiction of his 
TV dramas. The shot to the Don's forehead had split it apart 
like a melon so that you could see a slosh of brains and blood 
inside The shot in the throat had hacked away the flesh in a 
jagged chunk so that he looked as if he had been hit with a meat 
cleaver And there was an enormous amount of blood on the 
pavement around him More blood than you could imagine in 
a human body. Marcantonio saw the two men with eggshell 
masks o\cr their faces; he also saw the guns in their hands, but 
they seemed unreal He could not have given any details about 
their clothing, their hair He was paralyzed with shock. He 
could not even have said if they were black or white, naked or 
clothed They could ti.ive been ten feet tall or two. 

But Astorre had been alert as soon as the black sedan 
stopped He saw Siacc fire his gun and thought the left hand 
pulled the logger He saw hranky fire the Uzi, and that was defi- 
nitely left-handed. He caught a fleeting glance at the driver, a 
round-headed man, obviously hc.avy. The two shooters moved 
with the grace of vvcll-conditioncd aihicles. As Astorre dropped 
to the sidewalk, he reached out to pull the Don down with him, 
but he was a fraction of a second too late. And now he was 
covered with the Dons blood. 

Then he saw the children move like a whirlwind of terror, a 
huge red dot at the center of it. They were screaming. He saw 
the Don splayed over the steps as if death had disjointed his 
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skeleton itself. And he felt an enormous dread of what all this 
would do to his life and the lives of those dearest to him. 

Nicole came to stand over the Don’s body. Her knees folded 
against her will, and she kneeled next to him. Silently, she 
reached out to touch her father’s bloody throat. And then she 
wept as if she would weep forever. 


CHAPTER 


T hu assassination of Don Rayraondc Aprilc was an 
astounding cscnt to the members of his former world. 
Wlio would dare to risk killing such a man, and to what pur- 
pose? He had given away his empire; there was no realm to 
steal. Dead, he could no longer lavish his beneficent gifts or use 
his influence to help someone unfortunate with the law or fate. 

Could It be some long-postponed revenge? Was there some 
hidden gam that would come to light? Of course, there might be 
a woman, but he had been a widower for close to thirty years 
and had never been seen with a woman; he was not regarded as 
an admirer of female beauty. The Don's children were above 
suspicion. Also, this was a professional hit, and they did not 
have the contacts. 

So his killing was not only a mystery' but almost sacrile- 
gious, A man who had inspired so much fear, who had gone 
unharmed by the law and jackals alike while he ruled a vast 
criminal empire for over thirty years — how could he be brought 
so to death? And what an irony, when he had finally found the 
path of righteousness and placed himself under the protection 
of society, that he would live for only three short years. 

WTiat was even more strange was the lack of any longtime 
furor after the Don’s death. The media soon deserted the story, 
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1 C police were secretive, and the FBI shrugged it ofT as a local 
latter. It seemed as if ail the fame and power of Don Aprile 
ad been washed away in his mere three years of retirement. 
The underground world shov/ed no interest. There v/ere no 
etaliatory murders — all the Don’s friends and former loyal 
assals seemed to hav-e forgotten him. Even the Don’s children 
ecmed to ha\'e put the whole affair behind them and accepted 
heir father's fate. 

No one seemed to care — no one except Kurt Cilke, 


K-urt Cilke, FBI agent in charge in New York, decided to take 
i hand in the case, though it w-as strictly a local homicide for the 
S’YPD. He decided to interviev/ the Aprile family. 

A month after the Don’s funeral, Cilke took his deputy 
igcnt. Bill Boxton, with him to call on Marcantonio Aprile. 
They had to be careful of Marcantonio. He was head of pro- 
gramming of a major TV network and had a lot of clout in 
Washington. A polite phone call arranged an appointment 
through his secretary. 

Marcantonio received them in his plush office suite at the 
network's midtown headquarters. He greeted them graciously, 
offering them coffee, which they refused. He was a tall, hand- 
some man with creamy olive skin, exquisitely dressed in a dark 
suit and an extraordinary pink-and-red tie manufactured by a 
designer whose tics were favored by TV anchors and hosts. 

Cilke said, “ Were helping out with the investigation of your 
fathers death. Do you have knowledge of anyone who would 
bear him ill will?" 

I really wouldn I know, Marcantonio said, smiling. “My 
father kept us all at a distance, r.-en his grandchildren. We grew 
up completely outside his circle of business.” He gas'c them a 
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small apologetic wave of his hand. 

Cilke didn’t like that gesture. "What do you think was the 
reason for that?'’ he asked. 

‘•You gentlemen know his past history,” Marcantonio said 
seriously. “He didn’t want any of his children to be involved in 
his activities. We were sent away to school and to college to 
make our own place in the world. He never came to our homes 
for dinner. He came to our graduations; that was it. And of 
course, when we understood, we were grateful.” 

Cilkc said, "You rose awfully first to your position. Did he 
maybe help you out a httlc '" 

For the first time Marcantonio was less than alTabic. 

"Never It's not unusual in my profession for young men to 
nsc quickly My father sent me to the best schools and gave 
me a generous Using allowance. I used that money to develop 
dramatic properties, and 1 made the right choices.” 

"And sour father was happy with that?" Cilke asked. He was 
watching the man closely, trying to read his every expression. 

“I don't think he really understood svhat I svas doing, but 
yes." Marcantonio said wryly 

"You know." Cilke said, "I chased your father for tsventy 
years and cisiild nescr catch him. He was a very smart man.” 

"Well. SVC nescr could either.” Marcantonio said. "My brother, 
my sister, or me" 

Cilke said, laughing as if at a joke, "And you have no feel- 
ing of Sicilian vengeance'’ Would you pursue anything of that 
kind?" 

Certainly not. Marcantonio said. “My father brought us 
up nsit to think that way. But I hope you eatch his killer,” 

“How about his will?” Cilkc asked. “He died a very rich 
man.*' 

"■^'ou’ll have to ask my sister. Nicole, about that.” Marcanto- 
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nio said. “She’s the executor.” 

“But you do know what’s in it?” 

“Sure,” Marcantonio said. His voice was steely. 

Boxton broke in. “And you can’t think of anyone at all who 
might wish to do him harm?” 

“No,” Marcantonio said. “If I had a name, I’d tell you.” 
“OK,” Cilke said. “I’ll leave you my card. Just in case.” 


Before Cilke went on to talk to the Don’s two other children, 
he decided to pay a call on the city’s chief of detectives. Since 
he wanted no ofTicial record, he invited Paul Di Benedetto to 
one of the fanciest Italian restaurants on the East Side. Di 
Benedetto loved the perks of the high life, as long as he didn’t 
have to dent his wallet. 

The two of them had often done business over the years, and 
Cilke always enjoyed his company. Now he was watching Paul 
sample cvery^thing. 

“So,” Di Benedetto said, “the feds don’t often spring for such 
a fancy meal. Wliat is it that you want?” 

Cilke said, “That was a great meal. Right?” 

Di Benedetto shrugged with heavy shoulders, like the roll of 
a wave. Then he smiled a little maliciously. For such a tough- 
looking guy. he had a great smile. It transformed his face into 
that of some beloved Disney character. 

“Kurt.” he said, “this place is full of shit. It’s run by aliens 
from outer space. Sure, they make the food look Italian, they 
, make it srncll Italian, but it tastes like goo from Mars. These 
guy.s arc aliens. I'm telling you.” 

; Cilke laughed. “Hey, but the wine is good.” 

“It all tastes like medicine to me unless it’s guinea red mixed 
, with cream soda.” 
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“You’re a hard man to please,” Cilke said. ^ 

“No.” Di Benedetto said. “I’m easy to please. That’s the 

whole problem.” 

Cilke sighed. “Two hundred bucks of government money 
shot to shit.” 

“Oh, no,” Di DcncdcUo replied. “I appreciate the gesture. 
Now, what’s up?” 

Cilke ordered espresso for both of them. Tlien he said, “I’m 
investigating the Don Aprilc killing. A case of yours, Paul. We 
kept tabs on him for years and nothing. He retires, lives straight. 
He has nothing anybody wants. So why the killing? A very 
dangerous thing for anybody to do.” 

“Very professional,” Di Benedetto said. “A beautiful piece of 
work.” 

Cilke said, “So?” 

“It doesn't make any sort of sense,” Di Benedetto said. “You 
wiped out most of the Mafia bigwigs, a brilliant job too. My 
hat’s off to you. Maybe you even forced this Don to retire. So 
the whseguys that arc left have no reason to knock him off.” 
“What about the string of banks he owns?” Cilke asked. 

Di Benedetto waved his cigar. "Tliat’s your line of work. We 
just go after the rilTraff.” 

“W'lial about his family?” Cilke said. “Drugs, women chas- 
ing, anything?” 

“Absolutely not,” Di Benedetto said. “Upstanding citizens 
with big professional careers. The Don planned it that way. He 
wanted them to be absolutely straight.” He paused now, and he 
was deadly serious. “It’s not a grudge. He squared everything 
with crurybody. It’s not random. Tlicre has to be a reason. 
Somebody gains. That’s what we’re looking for.” 

“What about his will?" Cilke asked. 

“His daughter files it tomorrow. 1 asked. She told me to 
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ait.” 

“And you stood still for it?” Cilke asked. 

“Sure,” Di Benedetto said. “She’s a top-notch lawyer, she has 
lout, and her law firm is a political force. Why the hell would I 
ry to get tough with her? I just ate out of her hand.” 

“Maybe I can do better,” Cilke said. 

“I’m sure you can.” 


[Curt Cilke had known the assistant chief of detectives, Aspi- 
nclla Washington, for over ten years. She was a six-foot-tall 
African-American with close-cropped hair and finely chiseled 
features. She was a terror to the police she commanded and the 
felons she apprehended. By design, she acted as offensively as 
possible, and she really wasn’t too fond of Cilke or the FBI. 

She received Cilke in her office by saying, “Kurt, are you here 
to make one of my black brethren wealthy again?” 

Cilke laughed. “No, Aspinella,” he said. “I’m here looking 
for information.” 

“Really,” she said. “For free? After you cost the city five 
million dollars?” 

She was wearing a safari jacket and tan trousers. Beneath her 
jacket he could sec the bolstered gun. On her right hand was a 
diamond ring that looked as if it could cut through facial tissue 
like a razor. 

She still bore a grudge against Cilke because the FBI had 
proven a brutality case against her detectives and on the basis 
, of civil rights the victim had won a huge judgment— and also 
sent two of her detectives to jail. The victim, who had gotten 
rich, had been a pimp and drug pusher whom Aspinella herself 
had once severely beaten. Although she had been appointed 
assistant chief as a political sop to the black vote, she func- 
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tioncd much more toughly on black felons than on whiles. 
“Stop beating innocent people,” Cilke said, “and I’ll stop. 

“1 never framed anyone who wasn't guilty,” she said, grin- 
ning. 

“I’m just checking in on the Don Aprile murder,” Cilke said. 
“What’s it your business? It’s a local gang hit. Or are you 
making that another fucking civil rights case?" 

“Well, it could be related to currency or drugs,” Cilke said. 
“And how do you know that?” Aspinella asked. 

“We have our informers.” 

Suddenly Aspinella \ras in one of her rages. “You fucking 
FBI guys come in for info and then you won’t give me any? You 
guys arc not even honest to good cops. You float around arrest- 
ing white-collar pricks. You never get into the dirty work. You 
don’t know what the hell that is. Get the fuck out of my office.” 


Cilke was pleased with the interraews. Their pattern was clear 
to him. Both Di Benedetto and Aspinella were going to go into 
the tank on the Don Aprile murder. They would not cooperate 
with the FBI. They would just go through the motions. In 
short, they had been bribed. 

There was a reason for his beliefs. He knew that traffic in 
drugs could only surv'ive if police officials were paid off, and he 
had word, not good in court, that Di Benedetto and Aspinella 
were on the drug lord's payroll. 


Before Cilke interviewed the Don’s daughter, he decided to 
take his chances niih the older son, Valerius Aprile. For that 
he and Boxton had to drive up to West Point, where Valerius 
was a colonel in the United States Army and taught military 
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tactics— whatever the hell that meant, Cilke thought. 

Valerius received them in a spacious office that looked down 
upon the parade grounds where cadets were practicing march- 
ing drills. He was not as affable as his brother had been, though 
he was not discourteous. Cilke asked him if he knew his father’s 
enemies. 

"No,” he said. “I’ve served out of the country for most of the 
last twenty years. I attended family celebrations when I could. 
My father was only concerned that I get promoted to general. 
He wanted to see me wearing that star. Even brigadier would 
have made him happy.” 

“He was a patriot, then?” Cilke asked. 

“He loved this country,” Valerius said curtly. 

“He got you your appointment as a cadet?” Cilke pressed. 

“I suppose so,” Valerius said. “But he could never get me 
made a general. I guess he had no influence in the Pentagon, or 
at any rate 1 just wasn’t good enough. But I love it anyway. I 
have my place.” 

"You’re sure you can’t give us a lead on any of your father’s 
enemies?” Cilke asked. 

“No, he didn’t have any,” Valerius said. “My father would 
have made a great general. When he retired he had everything 
covered. V.ffien he used power, it was always with preemptive 
force. He had the numbers and the materials.” 

“You don’t seem to be that concerned that somebody 
murdered your father. No desire for vengeance?” 

"No more than for a fellow officer fallen in battle,” Valerius 
sard. ‘Tm interested, of course. Nobody likes to see his father 
• killed.” 

“Do you know anything about his will?” 

"You’ll have to ask my sister about that,” Valerius said. 
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Late that afternoon Cilke and Boxton were in the office of 
Nicole Aprile, and here they received a completely difier- 
ent reception. Nicole’s office could be reached only by going 
through three secretarial barriers and after passing what Cilke 
recognized as a personal security aide, who looked as though 
she could take both him and Boxton apart in two seconds. He 
could tell by the way she moved that she had trained her body 
to the strength of a male. Her muscles showed through her 
clothing. Her breasts were strapped down, and she wore a linen 
jacket over her ssveater and black slacks. 

Nicole’s greeting was not warm, though she looked very 
attractive, dressed in a haute couture suit of deep violet. She 
wore huge gold hoop earrings, and her black hair was shiny and 
long. Her features were finely cut and stem but were betrayed 
by huge soft brown eyes. 

"Gcntiemcn, 1 can give you twenty minutes,” she said. 

She was wcanng a frilly blouse beneath the violet jacket, and 
Its cuffs almost covered her hands as she extended one for 
Cilke’s ID, She looked it overcjircfully and said, “Special agent 
in charge? Tliat's pretty high up for a routine inquiry.” 

She spoke in a tone that was familiar to Cilke, one that he 
had always resented. It was the slightly scolding tone of the 
fcdcnil attorneys when they dealt with the investigative arm 
they oversaw. 

“Your father was a very important man,” Cilke said. 

Yes, until he retired and placed himself under the protection 
of the law,” Nicole said bitterly. 

\Vhich makes his killing even more mysterious,” Cilke said. 
\\c were hoping you might give us some idea about the people 
who might have a grudge against him.” 

“It’s not so mysterious,” Nicole said. “You know his life 
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nuch better than I do. He had plenty of enemies. Including 
I'OU” 

“Even our worst critics would never accuse the FBI of a hit 
on the steps of a cathedral,” Cilke said dryly. “And I wasn’t his 
enemy. I was an enforcer of the law. After he retired he had no 
enemies. He bought them off.” He paused for a moment. “I find 
it curious that neither you or your brothers seem interested in 
finding out who the man was who murdered your father.” 

“Because we’re not hypocrites,” Nicole said. “My father was 
no saint. He played the game and paid the price.” She paused. 
“And you’re wrong about my not being interested. In fact I’m 
going to petition for my father’s FBI file under the Freedom of 
Information Act. And I hope you don’t cause any delay because 
then we will be enemies.” 

“That’s your privilege,” Cilke said. “But maybe you can help 
me by telling me the provisions of your father’s will.” 

“I didn’t draw up the will,” Nicole said. 


“But you are the executor, I heat. You must know the provi- 
sions by now.” 

“We’re filing for probate tomorrow. It will be public record.” 
“Is there anything you can tell me now that may help?” Cilke 
asked. 

“Just that I won’t be taking early retirement.” 

‘ So why won’t you tell me anything today?” 

“Because I don’t have to,” Nicole said coolly. 

“I knew your father pretty well,” Cilke said. “He would have 
been reasonable.” 


Foj the first time Nicole looked at him with respect. “That’s 

iwl’ TTa' ^ ®oney 

ret Ton ' ‘ I 
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"Call you tell me »uytl>iiu» nboiit him?" Cilke asked. 

"Astoire is younjicr than me. He was never in my fathers 
husincss. amt we alt love him hecanse he's sneh a charminp nut. 
or course. 1 don’t love him as much now." 

C'ilkc searched his memory. He could not recall a file on 
Astorre Viola. Yet thcic would have to be. 

"(Amid you I'.ive me his address and phone number?" Cilkc 
asked, 

"Suie." Nicole sairl. “1101 you’re wastinp your lime. Ikiicve 
me." 

"I have to clean up the details "Cilkc said apolopctically, 
"And what pives the I'llI an interest?" Nictrlc asked. "This is 
a h'cal homicide," 

C’ilkc said coolly. " The ten banks your father owned were 
iirtcrnatioaal banks, Tlieic could be currency complications." 

"Oh. tcally," Nicole said. "Then 1 better ask for his file rip’ht 
away. After all, 1 own pat t of those banks now." .She pave him a 
suspicious I'.lancc. lie knew he would have to keep an eye on 
her, 


I he next d;iy C’ilkc ami Hoxlon drove out (o Westchester 
County t«< ntcct with Astorre Viola. Tite wooded cstiilc in- 
cludcil a Impe house itml three barns, There were six horses in 
tlie meadow, which was enclosed by a waist-hiph split-rail fence 
and wroupht-iion pales, l-'otir cars ami a van were parked in the 
lot in ftvml of the house. C'ilkc mcmori/cd two of the license- 
plate nmnbcis 

A noman of about seventy let them in and led them to a 
phish livinp room jammetl with reeordinp equipment. Four 
wmnp men wctc leadinp sheet mnsic on stands, and one was 
.seated at the piano a pnrfcssional combo on .sax, bass, puitar. 
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nd drums. 

Astorrc stood at the microphone opposite them singing in a 
loarsc voice. Even Cilke could tell that this was the kind of 
nusic that would find no audience. 

Astorre stopped vocalizing and said to the visitors, “Can you 
wait just five minutes until we finish recording? Then my friends 
can pack up and you can have all the time you want.” 

“Sure,” Cilke said. 

“Bring them coffee,” Astorre told the maid. Cilke was 
pleased. Astorre didn’t just make a polite offer; he commanded 
it for them. 

But Cilke and Boxton had to wait longer than five minutes. 
Astorre was recording an Italian folk song — ^while strumming a 
banjo — and he sang in a coarse dialect Cilke did not under- 
stand. It was enjoyable to listen to him, like hearing your own 
voice in the shower. 

Finally they were alone and Astorre was wiping his face. 
“That wasn’t so bad,” he said, laughing. “Was it?” 

Cilke found himself immediately liking the man. About 
thirty, he had a boyish vitality and did not seem to take himself 
seriously. He was tall and well built, with a boxer’s grace. He 
had a dark-skinned beauty and the kind of irregular but sharp 
features you might see in fifteenth-century portraits. He did not 
seem vain, but around his neck he wore a collar of gold two 
inches wide, to which was attached an etched medallion of the 
Virgin Mary. 

‘U was great,” Cilke said. “You’re cutting a record for distri- 
bution?" ' 

Astorre smiled, a wide, good-natured grin. “I wish. I’m not 
that good. But 1 love these songs, and I give them to friends as 
presents." 

Cilkc decided to get to work. “This is just routine,” he said. 
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"Do you know of anyone who would have wanted to harm your 
uncle?” 

“No one at all,” Astorre said, straight-faced. Cilke was tired 
of hearing this. Everyone had enemies, especially Raymondc 
Aprile. 

“You inherit controlling interest in the banks,” Cilke said. 
“Were you that close?” 

“I really don’t understand that,” Astorre said. “I was one of 
his favorites when I was a kid. He set me up in my business and 
then sort of forgot about me.” 

“NVhat kind of business?” Cilke asked. 

"I import all the top-grade macaroni from Italy,” 

Cilke gave him a skeptical look. “Macaroni?” 

Astorre smiled; he was used to this reaction. It was not a 
glamorous business. “You know how Lee lacocca never says 
automobiles, he always says carsl Now, in my business, we never 
say pasta or spaghetti, we always say macaroni." 

“And now you’ll be a banker?” Cilke said. 

“I’ll give it a whirl,” Astorre said. 


After they left. Cilke asked Bill Boxton, “What do you think?” 
He liked Boxton enormously. The man believed in the Bureau, 
as he did— that it was fair, that it was incorruptible and far 
superior to any other law-enforcement agency in its cflicicncy. 
These interviews were partly for his benefit. 

They all sound pretty straight to me," Boxton said. “But 
don’t they always?” 

Yes, they always did, Cilke thought. Then something struck 
him. The medallion hanging from Astorre’s gold collar had 
never moved. 
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fhc last interview was the most important to Cilke. It was with 
rimmona Portella, the reigning Mafia boss in New York, the 
)nly one besides the Don. who had escaped prosecution after 
Zilke’s investigations. 

Portella ran his enterprises from the huge penthouse apart- 
ment of a building he owned on the West Side. The rest of the 
building was occupied by subsidiary firms that he controlled. 
The security was as tight as Fort Knox, and Portella himself 
traveled by helicopter — the roof was equipped with a landing 
pad— to his estate in New Jersey. His feet rarely touched the 
pavement of New York. 

Portella greeted Cilke and Boxton in his office with its over- 
stuffed armchairs and bulletproof walls of glass that gave a 
wonderful view of the city skyline. He was a huge man, immac- 
ulately dressed in a dark suit and gleaming white shirt. 

Cilke shook Portella’s meaty hand and admired the dark tie 
hanging from his thick neck. 

“Kurt, how can 1 help you?” Portella said in a high tenor 
voice that rang through the room. He ignored Bill Boxton. 

“I'm just checking out the Aprile affair,” Cilke said. “I 
thought you might have some information that could help me.” 

“What a shame, his death,” Portella said. “Everybody loved 
RajTnondc Aprile. It’s a mystery to me who could have done 
this. In the last years of his life Aprile was such a good man. He 
became a saint, a real saint. He gave away his money like a 
Rockefeller. When God took him his soul was pure.” 

God didn’t take him,” Cilke said dryly. “It was an extremely 
. professional hit. There has to be a motive.” Portella’s eye 
twitched, but he said nothing, so Cilke went on. “You were his 
colleague for many years. You must know something. What 
about this nephew of his who inherits the banks?” 
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“Don Aprile and I had some business together many years 
ago,” Portelia said. “But when Aprile retired he could just as 
easily have killed me. The fact that I’m alive proves we were not 
enemies. About his nephew I knew nothing except that he is an 
artist. He sings at weddings, at little parties, even in some small 
nightclubs. One of those young men that old folks like myself 
are fond of. And he sells good macaroni from Italy. All my 
restaurants use it.” He paused and sighed. “It is always a 
mystery when a great man is killed.” 

“You know your help will be appreciated,” Cilke said. 

“Of course," Portelia said. “The FBI always plays fair. I 
know my help will be appreciated.” 

He gave Cilke and Boxton a warm smile, which showed 
square, almost perfect teeth. 

On the way back to the office, Boxton said to Cilke, “I read 
that guy’s file. He’s big into pom and drugs, and he's a mur- 
derer. How come we could never get him?” 

“He’s not as bad as most of the others,” Cilke said. “And 
we’ll get him someday.” 


Kurt Cilke ordered an electronic surveillance on the homes 
of Nicole Aprile and Astorre Viola. A domesticated federal 
judge issued the necessary order. Not that Cilke w’as really 
suspicious — he just wanted to be certain. Nicole was bom a 
troublemaker, and Astorre looked too good to be tme. It was 
out of the question to bug Valerius, since his home was on the 
West Point grounds. 

Cilke had learned that the horses in Astorre’s meadow were 
his passion. That he brushed and groomed one stallion each 
morning before he took it out. Which was not so bad, except 
that he rode dressed in full English regalia, red coat and all. 



omertA • 73 


iding a black suede hunting cap. 

c found it hard to believe that Astotre was so helpless a 
;et that three muggers m Central Park had taken a pass at 
i. He had escaped, it seemed— but the police report v/as 
gy about what had happened to the muggers. 


VO weeks later dike and Boxton were able to listen to the 
)cs he had planted in the house of A-slorre Viola. The voices 
;rc those of Nicole, Marcantonio, Valerius, and Astorra On 
pc they became human to Cilke; they had taken off their 
asks. 

“Why did they have to kill him?” Nicole asked, her voice 
rcaktng with grief. There was none of the coldness she had 
aown to Cilke. 

“There has to be a reason,” Valerius said quietly. His voice 
ms much gentler when talking to his family. “I never had any 
onncction to the old man’s business, so I’m not worried about 
nysclf. But what about you?” 

Marcantonio spoke scornfully; obviously he did not like his 
brother. “Val, the old man got you an appointment to West 
Point because you were a wimp. He wanted to toughen v'on rm 
Then he helped in your intelligence work overseas. So -son re rr 
this. He loved the idea you could be a commands:. 
Aprilc-hc loved the sound of it. Who knon? ^ ^ 
pulled.” His voice sounded far more enemsds. rrm^ 
on tape than in person. 

There was a long pause, and then 

'■ of course he got me started. Hs -y-v— ~ 

company. The big talent agenc-e; rrr ms - T 

Listen, wc were not in his Es cm rs 

the old roan saved you tm veem ^ T * " ■ 
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that job at the law firm. And Astorre, who do you think got 
your macaroni shelf space in the supermarkets?" 

Suddenly Nicole was furious. “Dad may have helped me get 
through the door, but the only one responsible for my success in 
my career is me. 1 had to fight those sharks at the firm for every- 
thing 1 got. I'm the one who put in eighty-hour weeks reading 
the fine print." She paused, her voice cold now. She must have 
turned to Astorre then. "And what ! want to know is why Dad 
pul you in charge of the banks. What the hell do you have to do 
with anything?" 

Astorre's voice sounded helpless with apology. “Nicole, 1 
have no idea. I didn't ask for this. I have a business, and I love 
my singing and riding. Besides, there's a bright side for you. I 
have to do all the work, and the profits arc divided equally 
among the four of us." 

"But you have control and you’re only a cousin," Nicole 
said. She added sarcastically, “He sure must have loved your 
singing." 

Valerius said, “Arc you going to try to run the banks your- 
self?" 

Astorre's voice was filled with mock horror. “Oh, no, no, 
Nicole will give me a list of names, a CEO to do that." 

Nicole sounded tearful with frustration. “I still don't under- 
stand why didn't Dad appoint me. Wliy?" 

" Because he didn't want any one of his children to have lever- 
age over the others.” Marcantonio .said. 

Astorre said quietly, “Maybe it was to keep you all out of 
danger.” 

"How do you like that FBI guy coming on to us like he's our 
best friend?” Nicole said. “He hounded Dad for years. And 
now he thinks we're going to spill all our family secrets to him. 
What a creep." 
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Cilkc felt a flush coming to his checks. He hadn’t deserved 
that. 

Valerius said, “He’s doing his duly, and that’s not an easy job. 
He must be a verj’ intelligent man. He sent a lot of the old 
man's friends to jail. And for a long time.” 

"Traitors, informers," Nicole said scornfully. “And those 
RICO laws they enforce very selectively. They could send half 
of our political leaders to jail under those laws, and most of the 
Fortune Five Hundred." 

“Nicole, you’re a corporate lawyer,” Marcantonio said. “Cut 
the crap." 

Astorre said thoughtfully, “Wlierc do the FBI agents get 
those snazzy suits? Is there a special 'Tailor to the FBI’?" 

“It’s the way they wear them,” Marcantonio said. “That’s the 
secret. But on TV we can never get a guy like Cilke right. 
Perfectly sincere, perfectly honest, honorable in every w-ay. Yet 
you never trust him." 

“Marc, forget your phony TV shows,” Valerius said. “We are 
in a hostile situation, and there arc two significant intelligence 
aspects. Tlic why, then the who. Why was Dad killed? Then, 
who could it possibly be? Everyone says he had no enemies and 
nothing that anjonc wanted.” 

“1 have a petition to see Dad’s file at the Bureau," Nicole said. 
"That may give us a clue." 

"W’hat for?” Marcantonio said. “We can’t do anything about 
it. Dad would want us to forget it. This should be left to the 
authoritic.s." 


f 


Nicole sounded scornful. “So we don’t give a cran 
our father? 1 low about you, Astorre? Do jou feel liks 


Astorre’s voice was soft, reasonable “Wnat czn ^ c-^ T 
loved your father. I'm grateful he was so generous to nii ^ 
will. But let’s wait and sec what happens. .Actrau:.-. 1 2^ 
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don’V have ihc expertise.” 

"They arc smart though,” Cilke said. “Tiicy ask the right 
question. Why?” 

“Well, it’s not our question,” Boxton said. “This is local, not 
federal. Or do you have a connection?” 

“International banks,” Cilke said. “But no sense wasting any 
more of the Bureau’s money; cancel all the phone taps.” 


K-urt Cilke liked dogs because they could not conspire. They 
could not hide hostility, and they were not cunning. They did 
not lie awake at night planning to rob and murder other dogs. 
Treachery was beyond their scope. He had two German shep- 
herds to help guard his home, and he walked with them through 
the nearby woods at night with complete harmony and trust. 

\Wicn he went home that night, he was satisfied. There was 
no danger in the situation, not from the Don’s family. There 
would be no bloody vendetta. 

Cilke lived in New Jersey with a wife he truly loved and a ten- 
year-old daughter he adored. His house was wrapped up with a 
tight security-alarm system plus the two dogs. The government 
paid. His wife had refused training to use a gun, and he relied 
on remaining anonymous. His neighbors thought he was a 
lawyer (which he was), as did his daughter. Cilke always kept 
his gun and bullets locked up with his Bureau ID when he was 
at home. 

He never took his car to the railroad station for his commute 
to the city. Petty thieves might steal the car radio. When be 
arrived back in New Jersey, he called his wife on his eel! phone 
and she came to pick him up. It was a five-minute ride home. 

Tonight Georgette gave him a cheerful kiss on the mouth, a 
warm touch of flesh. His daughter,' Vanessa, so boundlessly 
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wrote in his report. 

But when he interviewed her as part of the investigation, he 
had been struck by her absolute lack of prejudice or hostility 
toward him as an FBI agent. In fact, she seemed curious about 
his work, liow he felt about it, and oddly enough he answered 
her frankly: simply that he was one of the guardians of a soci- 
ety that could not exist without some regulation. He added 
half-jokingly that he was the shield between people like her and 
those who would devour her for their own agenda. 

The courtship was short. Tliey married quickly, really so that 
their common sense would not interfere with their love, for they 
both recognized they were opposites in almost every way. He 
shared none of her beliefs; when it came to the world he lived 
in, she was an innocent. She definitely shared none of his rever- 
ence for the Bureau. But she listened to his complaints, how 
he resented the character assassination of the Bureau saint, 
J. Edgar Hoover. “They paint him as a closet homosexual and 
reactionary bigot. What he really was was a dedicated man who 
simply did not develop a liberal conscience.’’ He told her, 
“Writers deride the FBI as the Gestapo or KGB. But we have 
never resorted to torture, and we have never framed anybody — 
unlike the NYPD, for instanca We have never planted false 
evidence. The kids in college would lose their freedom if it 
wasn’t for us. The right %ving would destroy them, they are so 
dumb politically." 

.She smiled at his passion, was touched by it. 

“Don’t expect me to change,” she told him. smiling. “If what 
YOU say is true, we have no quarrel.” 

“1 don’t expect you to change,” dike said. “And if the FBI 
an'ccts our relationship, i’ll just get another job.” He didn’t have 
to tell her what a sacrifice that would be for him. 

But how many people can say that they arc perfectly happy, 
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that thcv have une human being they can absolutely trust? He 
look such comfort in his guardianship and faithfulness to her 
spint and her body. She could sense his alertness every second 
of the day for her safety and survival. 

Cilke missed her terribly when he was away on training 
courses. He never was templed by other women because he 
never wanted to be a conspirator against her. He cherished his 
return to her, to her trusting smile, her welcoming body, as she 
waited for him in the bedroom, naked, vulnerable, pardoning 
him for his work, a benediction to his life. 

But his happiness was haunted by the secrets he had to keep 
from her, the senous complications of his job, his knowledge of 
a world that festered with the pus of evil men and women, the 
slams of humanity that spilled over into his own brain. With- 
out her. It was simply not worth living in the world. 

At one time, early, still shaky with fear of happiness, he had 
done the one thing he was truly ashamed of He had bugged his 
own home to record his wife’s every word, then listened in the 
b.iscmeni to the tapes. He had listened to every inflection. And 
she h.id passed the test, she was never malicious, never petty or 
traitorous. He had done that for a year. 

That she loved him despite his imperfections, his feral 
cunning, his need to hunt down fellow human beings seemed 
to Cilke a miracle. But he was always afraid that she would 
discover his true nature and then abhor him. And so in his 
work, he also became as fastidious as possible and acquired his 
reputation for fairness. 

Georgette never doubted him. She had proved that one night 
when they were dinner guests at the director’s house, along wath 
twenty other guests, a semiofficial affair and a signal honor. 

At one point during the evening the director managed to 
secure a moment alone with Cilke and his wifa He said to 
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Georgette, “I understand you are involved in many liberal 
causes. I respect your right to do so, of course. But perhaps you 
don’t truly comprehend that your actions could damage Kurt’s 
career in the Bureau?” 

Georgette smiled at the director and said gravely, “I do know 
that, and that would be the Bureau’s mistake and misfortune. 
Of course, if it became too much of a problem, my husband 
would resign.” 

The director turned to Cilke, a look of surprise on his face. 
“Is that true?” he asked. “Would you resign?” 

Cilke didn’t hesitate. “Yes, it’s true. I’ll turn in the papers 
tomorrow if you like.” 

Tlie director laughed. “Oh, no,” he said. “We don’t come by 
men like you often.” Then he gave Georgette his steely aristo- 
cratic eye. “Uxuriousness may be the last refuge of the honest 
man.” he said. 

They all laughed at the laborious witticism to show their 
goodwill. 



CHAPTER 4 


F or i-ivf. MONTHS after the Don's death, Astorre was busy 
conferring with some of the Don’s old retired colleagues, 
aking measures to protect the Don's children from harm and 
investigating the circumstances of his murder. Most of all he 
had to find a reason for such a daring and outrageous act. Who 
would gwe the order to kill the great Don Aprile? He knew he 
had to be seiy careful. 

Astorre had his first meeting with Benito Craxxi in Chicago. 
Craxxi had retired from all illegal operations ten years before 
the Don He was the man who had been the great consiglieri of 
the National Mafia Commission itself and had an intimate 
knowledge of all l amily structures in the United States. He had 
been the first to spot the decay in the power of the great Fami- 
lies, foreseeing their decline And so he had prudently retired to 
play the stock market, where he was pleasantly surprised that 
he could steal as much money with no risk of legal punishment 
whatsoever. Tlic Don had given Craxxi's name to Astorre as 
one of the men he must consult, if necessary, 

Cnixxi. at seventy, li\cd with two bodyguards, a chaulTeur, 
and a young Italian woman who serxed as cook and house- 
keeper and was nimored to be his sexual companion. He was 
in perfect health, for he had lived a life of moderation; he ate 
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prudently and drank only occasionally. For breakfast a bowl of 
fruit and cheese; for lunch an omelet or vegetable soup; mostly 
beans and cscarole; for dinner a simpfe cutlet of beef or lamb 
and a great salad of onions, tomatoes, and lettuce. He smoked 
only one cigar a day, directly after dinner with his coffee and’ 
anisette. He spent his money generously and wisely. He was also 
careful to whom he gave advice. For a man who gives the wrong 
counsel is as hated as any enemy. 

But with Astorre, he was generous, for Craxxi was one of the 
many men who was greatly in the debt of Don Aprile. It was the 
Don who had protected Craxxi when he retired, always a dan- 
gerous move in the business. 

It was a breakfast meeting. There were bowls of fruit — 
glossy yellow pears, russet apples, a bowl of strawberries almost 
as large as lemons, white grapes, and dark red cherries. A huge 
crag of cheese was laid out on a wooden board like a sliver 
of gold-crated rock. The housekeeper served them coffee and 
anisette and disappeared. 

“So, my young man,” Craxxi said. “You are the guardian 
Don Aprile has chosen.” 

“Yes,” Astorre said. 

“I know he trained you for this task,” Craxxi said. “My old 
friend always looked ahead. We consulted on it. I know you are 
qualified. The question remains, do you have the will?” 

Astorre’s smile was engaging, his countenance open. “The 
Don saved my life and gave me everything I have,” he said. “I 
am what he made me. And I vowed I would protect the family. 
.. If Nicole isn’t made a partner in the law firm, if Marcantonio’s 
TV network fails, if something happens to Valerius, they still 
liave the banks. I’ve had a happy life. I regret the reason I hme 
t K task. But 1 gave the Don my word, and I must keep it. If 
not, what can 1 believe in the rest of my life?” 
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ao official police or federal surveillance of the Confirmation at 
the cathedral. After all, Don Aprile was still an FBI target even 
after he retired. 

“Now, understand, everything I’ve said is theory. You will 
ha\’C to investigate and confirm. And then, if I am correct, you 
must strike with all your might.” 

“One thing more,” Astorre said. “Are the Don’s children in 
danger?” 

Craxxi shrugged. He was carefully peeling the skin off a 
golden pear. “I don’t know,” he said. “But don’t be too proud to 
ask them to help. You yourself are undoubtedly in some peril. 
Now, I have a final suggestion for you. Bring your Mr. Pryor 
from London to run your banks. He is a supremely qualified 
man in cv'ery way.” 

“And Bianco in Sicily?” Astorre asked. 

“Lca\’c him there,” Craxxi said. “When you are further 
along, we will meet again." 

Craxxi poured anisette into Astorre’s cofiee. Astorre sighed. 
“It seems strange,” he said. “I never dreamed I would have to 
act for the Don, the great Don Aprile.” 

“Ah, well,” Craxxi said. “Life is cruel and hard for the 
young.” 


For twenty years Valerius had lived in the military-intelligence 
world, not a fictional world like his brother’s. He seemed to 
anticipate everything Astorre said and reacted without any 
, surprise. 

“1 need your help,” Astorre said. “You may have to break 
some of your strict rules of conduct.” 

Valcnus said dryly, “Finally you re showing your true colors. 
1 wondered how long it would lake.” 
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“I don’t know what that means,” Astorre said, somewhat 
surprised. “1 think your father’s death was a conspiracy that 
involved the NYPD and the FBI. You may think I’m fantasiz- 
ing, but that’s what I hear.” 

“It’s not impossible,” Valerius said. “But I don’t have access 
to secret documents in my job here.” 

“But you must have friends,” Astorre said. “In the intelli- 
gence agencies. You can ask them certain questions.” 

“I don’t ha\'c to ask questions,” Valerius said, smiling. “They 
gossip like magpies. That ‘need to know’ is all bullshit. Have 
you any idea what you’re after?” 

Any information about the killers of your father,” Astorre 
said. 

Valerius leaned back in his chair, puffing on a cigar, his only 
vice. "Don’t bullshit me. Astorre,” he said. “Let me tell you some- 
thing. I did an analysis. It could be a gangland act of retaliation 
or revenge And I thought about you being in control of the 
banks. Tlie old man always had a plan. I figure it like this. The 
Don made you his point man for the family. What follows from 
that. That you arc trained, that you were his agent in place to be 
acti\’ated only at a crucial moment in time. There is an eleven- 
year gap in your life and your cover is too good to be true— an 
amateur singer, a sporting horseman? And the gold collar you 
alrays wear is suspicious.” He stopped, took a deep breath, and 
said. “How’s that for analysis?" 

‘‘Very good.” Astorre said. “I hope you kept it to yourself.” 

Certainly, \ alerius said. “But then it follows that you arc a 
angerous man. And that therefore there is an extreme action 
you will take. But some advice: Your cover is thin; it will be 
blown before much longer. As for my help. I live a very good life 
and I m opposed to er-crything I think you are. So for now my 
ansiver is no. I won’t help. If things change. I’ll get in touch.” 
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A. woman came out to guide Astorre into Nicole s office. 
Nicole gave him a hug and a kiss. She was still fond of him; 
their teen romance had left no bitter scars. 

“I have to speak to you in private,” Astorre said. 

■ Nicole turned to her bodyguard. “Helene, can you leave us 
alone? I’m safe with him.” 

Helene gave Astorre a long look. She was impressing herself 
on his consciousness, and she succeeded. Like Cilke, Astorre 
noted her extreme confidence — ^the kind of confidence shown 
by a card player %vith an ace in the hole or a person holding a 
concealed weapon. He looked to see where it could be hidden. 
The light trousers and jacket molded her impressive physique — 
no gun there. Then he noted the slit in her trouser leg. She was 
wearing an ankle holster, which wasn’t really that smart. He 
smiled at her as she left, exerting his charm. She looked back at 
him blankly. 

“\\Tio recruited her?” Astorre asked. 

“My father,” Nicole said. “It worked out very well. It’s amaz- 
ing how she can handle muggers and mashers.” 

‘ I’ll bet,” Astorre said. “Did you manage to get the old man’s 
file from the FBI?” 

Yes, Nicole said. “And it’s the most horrible list of allega- 
tions I’ve ever read. I simply don’t believe it, and they could 
never prove any of it.” 

Astorre knew that the Don would want him to deny the 

, truth. “Will you let me have the file for a couple of days?” he 
asked. 

Nicole gave her blank-faced lav.7er stare. “I don’t think you 
should sec it right now. I want to write an analysis of it, under- 
line what’s important, then give it to you. Actually, there’s noth- 
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ing that will help you. Maybe you and my brothers shouldn’t 
see it.” 

Astorre looked at her thoughtfully, then smiled. “That bad?” 
“Let me study it,” Nicole said. “The FBI are such shits." 
“Whatever you say is OK with me. Just remember, this is a 
dangerous business. Look after yourself.” 

“I will,” Nicole said. “I have Helene.” 

“And I’m here if you need me,” Astorre placed his hand on 
Nicole’s arm to reassure her, and for a moment she looked at 
him with such longing he felt uncomfortable. “Just call.” 

Nicole smiled. “I will. But I’m OK. I am.” In fact, she was 
really looking forward to her evening with an incredibly charm- 
ing and attractive diplomat. 


In his elaborate office suite lined with six TV screens, Marcan- 
tonio Aprile was having a meeting with the head of the most 
powerful advertising agency in New York. Richa' ‘ ”"nson 
was a tall, aristocratic-looking man, perfectly drc ‘ 

appearance of a former model but the intensii;, 
trooner. 
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world.” he said. “So what?” 

“The former leader of (he Soviet Republic, and nenv he's 
downing around doing a commercial for an Amcricjin piTra 
company. Isn't that astonishing? And I hc-ar they only paid him 
half a million." 

“OK," Marcantonio said. “But why?” 

“Why docs anyone do anything so humiliating?" Harrison 
said. He needs the money desperately." 

And suddenly Marcantonio thought of his father. Tlie Don 
would feel such contempt for a man wlio had ruled a great 
country and did not provide finandal security for his family. 
Don Aprile would think him the most foolish of men. 

“A nice lesson in history and human psychology.” Marcanio- 
nio said. “But again, so what?" 

Harrison tapped his box of videos. “1 have more, and I antici- 
pate .some resistance. Tltcsc arc a little more touchy. You and I 
have done business for a long time. 1 want to make stirc you let 
these commercials run on your network. Tlic rest will neces- 
sarily follow.” 

"I can't imagine." Marcantonio said. 

Harrison in.serted another tape and explained. “We haw 
purchased the rights to use deceased celebrities in our commer- 
cials. It is such a waste that the famous dead cease to have a 
function in our society. We sssint to change that and restore 
them to their former glor)'." 

The tape l>cgan to play. Tlicrc was a succession of shots of 
Mother Teresa ministering to the poor and sick of Calauta. 
her nun’s habit draping over the dying.. Another shot of her 
receiving the Nobel Peace Pri/c. her homely face shintng. her 
saintly humility so moving. Iltcn a shot of her l.adling out soup 
fncun a huge pot to the poor in the streets. .Ml of thee are bl.icV 
and white. 
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Suddenly the picture blazes with color. A richly dressed man 
comes to a pot with an empty bowl. He says to a beautiful 
young woman. “Can 1 have some soup? I hear it’s wonderful.” 
The young woman gives him a radiant smile and ladles some 
soup into his bowl. He drinks, looking as if he's m ecstasy. 

Then the screen dissolves to a supermarket and a whole shelf 
of soup cans labeled “Calcutta." A voice-over proclaims, “Cal- 
cutta Soup, a life giver to rich and poor alike. Everyone can 
afford the twenty varieties of delicious soup. Original recipes by 
Mother Teresa.” 

“I think that's done in pretty good taste." Harrison said. 

Marcantonio raised his eyebrows. 

Harrison inserted another video. A brilliant shot of Prin- 
cess Diana in her wedding dress filled the screen, followed by 
shots of her in Buckingham Palace. Then dancing with Prince 
Ch.irles. surrounded by her royal entourage, all in frenetic 
motion 

A voicc-oser inionev "Every princess deserves a prince. But 
this princess h,id a secret '' .A young model holds up an elegant 
crystal bottle ol pcrlume, the product label clear. The voice- 
over continues "With one small spray of Princess perfume, you 
too can capture your pnnee and never have to worry about 
vaginal odor " 

Marcantonio pressed a button on his desk and the screen 
went black 

Hamson said, "Wail. I have more." 

Marcantonio shook his head. "Richard, you arc amazingly 
inventive and insensitive. Those commercials will never play 
on my network " 

Harnson protc.sicd, "But some of the proceeds go to 
cliarity and they arc in good taste. I hoped you would lead the 
way. We’re good friends, after all ” 
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“So wc arc,” Marcantonio said. “But still, the answer is no.” 

Harrison shook his head and slowly put his videos back in 
the box. 

Marcantonio, smiling, asked, “By the way, how did the Gor- 
bachev spot do?” 

Harrison shrugged. “Lousj'. The poor son of a bitch couldn’t 
even sell pizza." 


M arcantonio cleared up other work and prepared for his 
evening duties. Tonight he had to attend the Emmys. His net- 
work had three big tables for its executives and stars and several 
nominations. His date was Matilda Johnson, an established 
newscaster. 

His office had a bedroom suite with a bathroom and shower 
attached and a closet full of clothes. He often stayed there 
overnight when he had to work late. 

At the ceremony he was mentioned by some of his winners as 
being important to their success. This was always pleasant. But 
while he was clapping and kissing cheeks, he thought of all the 
awards celebrations and dinners he had to attend during the 
year: the Oscans, the People's Choice Awards, the API tributes, 
and other .special awards to aging stars, producers, and direc- 
tors. He felt like a teacher awarding homework stars to ele- 
mcntaiy school children who would run home to show their 
mothers. And then he felt a momentarj' shame for his malice — 
these people desen’cd their honors, needed the approval as 
much as they needed the money. 

.After the ceremony he amused himself by watching actors 
with slight cmdcntials tiying to impress their personalities on 
people like himself who had clout, and an editor of a .'^"'^r^ssful 
magazine being courted by some freelance writer 
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the wariness on her face, the careful and cold cordiality, as if 
she were Penelope waiting for a more famous suitor. 

Then there were the anchors, the heavyw'eights, men and 
women of intelligence, charisma, and talent who had the ex- 
quisite dilemma of wooing stars they wanted for interviews 
while discouraging those not yet quite important enough. 

The star actors were sparkling with hope and desire. The> 
were already successful enough to make the jump from TV to 
the movie screens, never to return — or so they thought. 

Finally Marcantonio was exhausted; the continual grinning 
with enthusiasm, the cheery voice he must use to losers, the 
note of exuberance with his winners all wore him out. Matilda 
whispered to him, "Are you coming to my place tonight, a little 
later?" 

"I’m tired," Marcantonio said. “Tough day. tough night.” 

“That’s OK." she said with sympathy. They both had tight 
schedules. “I'll be in town for a week.” 

They were good friends because they didn’t have to take 
advantage of each other. Matilda was secure. She didn’t need a 
mentor or a patron. And Marcantonio never took part in nego- 
tiations svith news talent; that was a job for the chief of Busi- 
ness Affairs. The lives they led could not possibly result in 
marriage. Matilda traveled extensively; he worked fifteen hours 
a day. But they were buddies who sometimes spent the night 
together. They made love, gossiped about the business, and 
appeared together at some social functions. And it was under- 
stood that theirs was a secondary relationship. The few times 
Matilda fell in love with some new man, their nights were cut 
out. Marciintonio never fell in love, so this was not a problem 
for him. 

Tonight he sufTered a certain fatigue with the world he lived 
in. So he was almost delighted to find Astorre waiting for him 
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in the lobby of his apartment building. 

1 “Hey, great to see you,” Marcantonio said. “Where have you 
been?” 

“Busy,” Astorre said, “Can I come up and have a drink?” 
“Sure,” Marcantonio said. “But why the cloak and dagger? 
Why didn’t you call? You could have been hanging out in this 
lobby for hours; I was supposed to go to a party.” 

“No problem,” Astorre said. He’d had his cousin under 
surveillance all evening. 

In the apartment Marcantonio fixed them both drinks. 
Astorre seemed a little embarrassed. “You can initiate 
projects at your network, right?” 

“I do it all the time,” Marcantonio said. 

“I have one for you,” Astorre said. “It has to do with your 
father being killed.” 

“No,” Marcantonio said. It was his famous no in the industry 
that barred all further discussion. But it didn’t seem to intimi- 
date Astorre. 

“Don’t say no to me like that,” Astorre said. “I’m not selling 
you something. This concerns the safety of your brother and 
sister. And you.” Then he gave a huge grin. “And me.” 

“Tell me,” Marcantonio said. He saw his cousin in an aston- 
ishing new light. Could that happy-go-lucky kid have some- 
thing in him after all? 

"I want you to do a documentary on the FBI,” Astorre said 
“Specifically how Kurt dike managed to destroy most of th£ 
Mafia Families. There would be a huge audience fir xzzl 
right?” 

^ Marcantonio nodded. “What’s your purpose?” 

'T just can’t get any data on Cilke.” Astorre te'd hrr. 

would be too dangerous to try. But if you're cemr a c'- =- 

laiy. no government agency will dare to c- 



drcn wouldn’t hnvc to take the heat. He chose me and taught 
me. He loved me but I was expendable. It’s that simple.” 

“You have the ability to fight back?” Marcantonio said. 

“Oh, yes,” Astorre said, and he leaned back and smiled at 
his cousin. It was a deliberately sinister smile that a TV actor 
would give to show that he was evil, but it was done with such 
mocking high spirits that Marcantonio laughed. 

He said, “That’s all I have to do? I won’t be involved 
further?” 

“You’re not qualified to go further,” Astorre said. 

“Can I think it over for a few days?” 

“No,” Astorre said. “If you say no, it will be me against 
them.” 

Marcantonio nodded. “I like you, Astorre, but I can’t do it. 
It's just too much risk. 


The meeting with Kurt Cilke in Nicole’s office proved a sur- 
prise for Astorre, Cilke brought Bill Broxton and insisted that 
Nicole be present. He was also very direct. 

“I have information thatTimmona Portella is trying to estab- 
lish a billion-dollar fund in your banks. Is that true?” 

“Tliat’s private information,” Nicole said. “Why should we 
tell you?” 

“I know he made the same offer he made your father,” Cilke 
said. “And your father refused,” 

“NVliy should all this interest the FBI?” Nicole asked in her 
"go fuck yourself” voice. 

Cilke refused to be irritated. “We think he is laundering drug 
monej. he said to Astorre, We want you to cooperate with 
him so we can monitor his operation. We want you to appoint 
some of our federal accountants to positions in your bank.” He 
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"Why was their no police surveillance at the C'onfntnatioa 
service’/” Astorre asked. 

" I'hat was the decision of the chief of detectives, I’anI Hi 
llencdcito," t'ilke said. "Anti also his tiphl haiul. A woman 
irarnetl Aspinella Washlnpton." 

"Atrtl how ctnne (hoc wei'C no I'lU trhservers?" Astorre 
asked, 

"I’m afraid that was my det'ision," C'ilke said. "I didn't feel 
them was any t.eed," 

.Asttuic shook his head, "I don't think 1 can po throuph with 
your proinrsition. I ncctl a few weeks to think it over," 

"You've nheatly sipnctl the papers,’’ C'ilkc saitl. "This infor- 
mation is now classitictl. You can he pwsccutcd if you reveal 
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this conversation.” 

1 “ Why would I do that?” Astorre asked. “I ccc": " 

be in the banking business with the FBI or PorteHa." 

“Think it over,” Cilke said. 

^Vhcn the two FBI men left, Nicole turned cn Ascerrs ■:^±± 
fury. “How dare you veto my dedsion and sign these ptnerrl 
That was just stupid.” 

Astorre was glaring at her; it was the first time she h-i e^ 
seen any trace of anger in him. “He feels secure wnh niece 
of paper I signed,” Astorre said. “And thats what I want i±n 
to feel,” 



CHAPTER 5 


M arriano RUBIO was a man with a finger in a dozen pies. 

all of which had fillings of pure gold. He held the post of 
consul general for Peru, though he spent much of his time in 
New York. He also was international representative of big- 
business interests for many South American countries and for 
Communist China. He was a close personal friend of Inzio 
Tulippa. the leader of the primary drug cartel in Colombia. 

Rubio was as fortunate in his personal life as he was in 
business. A forty-five-year-old bachelor, he was a respectable 
womanizer. He kept only one mistress at a time, all suitable and 
generously supported when they were replaced by a younger 
beauty. He was handsome, an interesting conversationalist, a 
mar\-clous dancer. He had a truly great wine cellar and an excel- 
lent three-star chef 

But like many fortunate men, Rubio believed in pushing fate. 
He enjoyed pitting his wts against dangerous men. He needed 
risk to flavor the exotic dish that was his life. He was involved in 
the illegal shipping of technology to China; he established a 
line of communication on the highest levels for the drug 
barons; and he was the bagman who paid off American scien- 
tists to emigrate to South America. He even had dealings with 
Timraona Portclla, who was as eccentrically dangerous as Inzio 
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All this was before the death of Don Aprile. 

Now the main purpose of his courtship was to learn if Nicole 
and her two brothers would put their banks at the disposal of 
Portella and Tulippa. Otherwise there would be no point in 
killing Astorre Viola. 


Inzio Tulippa had waited long enough. More than nine months 
after the killing of Raymonde Aprile, he still had no arrange- 
ment with the inheritors of the Don’s banks. A great deal of 
money had been spent; he had given millions to Timmona 
Portella to bribe the FBI and the police in New York, and to 
procure the services of the Sturzo brothers, and yet he was no 
further in his plans. 

Tulippa was not the vulgar impersonation of a high-powered 
drug dealer. He came from a reputable and wealthy family and 
had even played polo for his native land of Argentina, He now 
lived in Costa Rica, and he had a diplomatic Costa Rican pass- 
, port, which gave him immunity from prosecution in any foreign 
land. He handled the relations with the drug cartels in Colom- 
bia, with the growers in Turkey, refineries in Italy. He made 
arrangements for transport, the necessary bribing of officials 
from the highest rank to the lowest. He planned the smuggling 
of huge loads into the United States. He was also the man who 
lured American nuclear scientists to Latin American countries 
and supplied the money for their research. In all ways he was a 
prudent, capable executive, and he had amassed an enormous 
fortune. 

But he was a revolutionary. He furiously defended the selling 
of drugs. Drugs were the salvation of the human spirit, the 
refuge of those damned to despair by pox'crty and mental ill- 
ness. They were the salve for the lovesick, for the lost souls in 
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At one point in his career, Kurt Cilkc had been sent to an FBI 
antiterrorist school. His selection for the six-month course 
had been a mark of his high standing with the director. During 
that time he had access (complete or not, he didn’t know) to 
the most highly classified memoranda and case scenarios on 
the possible use of nuclear weapons by terrorists from small 
countries. The files detailed which countries had weapons. To 
public knowledge there was Russia, France, and England, pos- 
sibly India and Pakistan. It was assumed that Israel had nuclear 
capability. Kurt read with fascination scenarios detailing how 
Israel would use nuclear weapons if an Arab bloc were at the 
point of ovctAvhelming it. 

For the United States there were two solutions to the prob- 
lem. The first was that if Israel were so attacked, the United 
States would side with Israel before it had to use nuclear weap- 
ons. Or, at the crucial point, if Israel could not be saved, the 
United States would have to wipe out Israel’s nuclear capability. 

England and France were not seen as problems; they could 
never risk nuclear war. India had no ambitions, and Pakistan 
could be wiped out immediately. China would not dare; it did 
not have the industrial capacity short-term. 

The most immediate danger was from small countries like 
Iraq, Iran, and Libya, where leaders were reckless, or so the 
scenarios claimed. The solution here was almost unanimous. 
Those countries w'ould be bombed to extinction with nuclear 
weapons. 

The greatest short-term danger was that terrorist organi- 
zations secretly financed and supported by a foreign power 
would smuggle a nuclear weapon into the United States and 
explode it in a large city. Probably Washington, D.C., or New 
York. This was inevitable. The proposed solution was the forma- 
tion of task forces to use counlerintelligcncc and then the 
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Since he received a cut of all their revenues and he would head 
their legitimate interests in the States, he was full of goodsvill. 

Gathered around the small oval table, they made an interest- 
ing scene. 

Grazziella looked like an undertaker in his black shiny suit, 
white shirt, and thin black tie, for he was still in mourning for 
his mother, who had died six months before. He spoke in a low, 
doleful voice with a thick accent, but he was clearly understood. 
He seemed such a shy, polite man to have been responsible for 
the death of a hundred Sicilian law-enforcement officials. 

Timmona Portella, the only one of the four whose native 
tongue was English, spoke in a loud bellow, as if all the others 
%vere deaf. His attire too seemed to shout: He wore a gray suit 
and lime shirt with a shiny blue silk tie. The perfectly tailored 
jacket would have hidden his huge belly if it was not unbut- 
toned to show blue suspenders. 

Inzio Tulippa looked classically South American, with a 
white, loose-draped silk shirt and scarlet handkerchief around 
his neck. He carried his yellow Panama hat in his hand rever- 
ently. He spoke a lilting accented English, and his voice had the 
charm of a nightingale. But today he had a forbidding frown on 
his sharp Indian face; he was a man not pleased^th the world. 

Marriano Rubio was the only man who seemed pleased. His 
affability charmed them all. His voice was well bred in the En- 
glish style, and he was dressed in a style he called "en pantouflc"’: 
pajamas of green silk and a bathrobe of a darker forest green. 
He wore soft brown slippers lined with white wool fur. After all, 
it was his building and he could relax. 

Tulippa opened the discussion, speaking directly to Portella 
with a deadly politeness. “Timmona, my friend,” he said, “I 
paid handsomely to get the Don out of the way, and we still do 
not own the banks. This after waiting almost a year.” 
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The consul general spoke in his lubricating, calming way. 

' -My dear Inzio." he said. “I tried to buy the banks. Portella 
tried to buy the banks. But we have an obstacle we did not fore- 
see. Tliis Aslorrc Viola, the Don’s nephew. He has been left in 
control, and he refuses to sell.’ 

“So?” Inzio said. “\Vhy is he still alive?’’ 

Portella laughed, a huge bellow. “Because he is not so easy to 
kill,” he said. “I put a four-man surveillance team on his house, 
and they disappeared. Now I don’t know where the hell he is, 
and he has a cloud of bodyguards whenever he moves.” 

“Nobody is that hard to kill,” Tulippa said, the charming lilt 
of his voice delivering the words like a lyric to a popular song. 

Grazziclla spoke for the first time. “We knew Astorre back in 
Sicily, years ago. He is a very lucky man, but then, he is also 
, extremely Qualified. We shot him in Sicily and thought him 
dead. If we strike again, we must be sure. He is a dangerous 
man.” 

Tulippa said to Portella, “You claim you have an FBI man on 
the payroll? Use him. for the sake of God.” 

“He’s not that bent,” Portella said. “The FBI is classier than 
the NYPD. They would never do a straight-out hit job,” 

“OK,” Tulippa said. “So we snatch one of the Don’s kids 
and use them to bargain with Astorre. Marriano, you know his 
daughter.” He winked. “You can set her up.” 

Rubio did not warm to this proposal. He puffed on his thin 
aficr-brcakfast cigar and then said stormily, without courtesy, 

' No. He paused. “I’m fond of the girl. I won’t put her through 
anslhing like that. I veto any of you doing so,” 

At this the other men raised their cj-ebrows. The consul 
gencnil was inferior to them in actual power. He saw their reac- 
tion and smiled at them, again becoming his affable self. 

“I know 1 have this weakness. 1 fall in love. But indulge me. 
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I’m on strong and correct political ground. Inzio, I know kid- 
napping is your metier, but it doesn’t really work in America. 
Especially a woman. Now, if you take one of the brothers and 
make a quick deal %vith Astorrc, you have a chance.” 

“Not Valerius,” Portclla said. “He is army intelligence and 
has CIA friends. We don't want to bring down that load of 
shit." 

“Then it will have to be Marcantonio,” the consul general 
said. “I can do a deal with Astorrc.” 

“Make a bigger offer for the banks," Grazziella said softly. 
“Avoid violence. Believe me. I’ve been through this kind of 
thing. I’ve used guns instead of money, and it’s always cost me 
more,” 

They looked at him with astonishment. Grazziella had a fear- 
some reputation for violence. 

"Michael," the consul general said, “you're talking about 
billions of dollars. And Astorrc still won’t sell." 

Gnizziclla shrugged. "If we must take action, so be it. But be 
%'cry careful If you can get him out in the open during negotia- 
tions, then we can get nd of him." 

Tulippa gave them all a huge gnn. "That’s what I like to hear. 
And Mamano," he said, "don’t keep falling in love. That is a 
very dangcasus \ ice." 


Marriano Rubio tinatly persuaded Nicole and her brothers 
to sit down with his syndicate and discuss the sale of the banks. 
Of course, Astorrc Viola also had to be present, though Nicole 
could not guarantee this. 

Before the meeting Astorrc bnefed Nicole and her brothers 
on what to say and c.sactly how to behave. They understood his 
strategy: that the syndicate was to think he alone was their 
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be completely out of this thing. 

“But you are willing to sell?" TuUppa asked. 

“Certainly,” Valerius said. “I want to wash my hands of it.” 
Portclla started to speak, but Rubio cut him off. 
“Marcantonio,” he said, “how do you feel about our offer? 
Does it appeal to you?" 

Marcantonio said in a resigned voice, “I’m with Val. Let's 
make the deal without the percentages. Then we can all say 
good-bye and good luck." 

“Fine, we can make the deal that way,” Rubio said. 

Nicole said coolly, “But then of course you have to increase 
the premium. Can you handle that?” 

Tulippa said, “No problem," and gave her a dazzling smile. 
Grazziella, his face concerned, his voice polite, asked, “And 
what about our dear friend Aslorrc Viola? Does he agree?” 

Astorre gave an embarrassed laugh. “You know I’ve come to 
like the banking business. And Don Aprile made me promise I 
would never sell. I hate to go against my whole family here, but 
I have to say no. And 1 control a majority of voting stock.” 

“Bui Ihe Don’s children have an interest," the consul general 
said. “They could sue in a court of law." 

Astorre laughed aloud. 

Nicole said tightly, “We would never do that.” 

Valerius smiled sourly, and Marcantonio seemed to find the 
idea hilarious. 

Portclla muttered, “The hell with this,” and started to rise to 
leave. 

Astorre said in a voice of conciliation, “Be patient. I may 
get bored with being a banker. In a few months we can meet 
again.” 

“Certainly,” Rubio said. “But we may not be able to hold the 
financial package together for that long. You may get a lower 
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price.” 

Tlicrc was no shaking of hands when they parted. 


After the Aprilcs left with Astorre, Michael Grazziclla said to 
his colleagues, “He is just buying time. He will never sell.” 

Tulippa sighed, “Such a simpatico man. We could become 
good friends. Maybe I should invite him to my plantation in 
Costa Rial. 1 could show him the best time of his life.” 

The others laughed. Portclla said coarsely, “He’s not going 
on a honeymoon with you, Inzio. I have to take care of him up 
here.” 

“With better success than before, 1 hope,” Tulippa said. 

“I underestimated him,” Portclla said. “How could 1 tell? A 
guy who sings at weddings? I did the job on the Don right. No 
complaints there." 

The consul general, his handsome face beaming in apprecia- 
tion, said, “A magnificent job, Timmona. We have every con- 
fidence in you. But this new job should be done as soon as 
possible." 


When they left the meeting, the Apriles family and Astorre 
went for a late supper to the Parlinico restaurant, ivhich had 
priratc dining rooms and was owned by an old friend of the 
Don’s. 

“I think you all did vciy well.” Astorre told thenr “Von con- 
vinced them you were against ma" 

“We arc against you," Val said. 

"Wily do we have to play this came?" .Vroo'e sard. “* 
don't like it." 

"Tlicsc guis niai- be inveivee “ -.rcr - * , 
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said. ‘‘I don’t vrant them to think they can get anyplace by hurt- 
ing any of you.” 

“And you’re confident you can handle anything they throw at 
you,” Marcantonio said. 

“No, no,” Astorre protested. “But I can go into hiding with- 
out ruining my life. Hell, I’ll go to the Dakotas and they’ll never 
find me.” His smile was so broad and convincing that he would 
hate fooled anyone but the children of Don Aprile. “Now,” he 
said. “Let me know if they contact any of you directly.” 

I ve gotten a lot of calls from Detective Di Benedetto,” 
Valerius said. 


Astorre \vas surprised. "What the hell is he calling you for?" 

Valerius smiled at him. “When I was in field intelligence, we 
got what was labeled ’What do you know’ calls. Somebody 
wanted to give you information or help in some deal. What they 
really wanted was information on how your investigation was 
doing. So Di Benedetto calls me as a courtesy to keep me up to 
date on his case. Then he pumps me for info on you, Astorre. 
He has a great interest in you." 


fhat s \er> flattering.” Astorre said with a grin. “He must 
have heard me sing someplace. ' 

"No chance." Mareantonio said dryly. "Di Benedetto has 
cn ailhng me too. He says he has an idea for a cop series, 
mere s always room for another cop show on TV, so I’ve been 
encouraging him. But the stuff he’s sent me is just bullshit. He’s 
not senous He just wants to keep track of us.” 

"Good." Astorre said. 


A.storrc. you want them to target you instead of us?” Nicoli 
thl crecpl"'^'' e«y gives m. 

nW?*'' * “ very reason. 

. man. And your consul general is a true diplomat; he car 
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conlrol Tulippa. The only one I have to worry about right now 
is PorlcUa. The guy is just dumb enough to start real trouble.” 
He said all this as though it were just an everyday business 
dispute. 

“But how long docs this go on?” Micole asked. 

"Give me another few months ” Astorre told her. 'T promise 
that we will all be in agreement by then.” 

Valerius gave him a disdainful look. “Astorre, you were al- 
ways an optimist. If you were an intelligence officer under my 
command, I’d transfer you to the infantry just to wake you up.” 

It was not a happy dinner. Nicole kept studying Astorre as if 
she were itying to learn some secret. Valerius obviously had no 
confidence in Astorre, and Marcantonio was reser\'ed. Finally 
Astorre raised a glass of wine and said cheerfully, “You are a 
gloomy crew, but I don’t care. This is going to be a lot of fun. 
Here's to your father.” 

"The great Don Aprilc,” Nicole said sourly. 

Astorre smiled at her and said, “Yes, to the great Don.” 


Astorre always rode in the late afternoon. It relaxed him, gave 
him a good appetite for dinner. If he wns courting a woman, he 
always made her ride with him. If the woman couldn't ride, he 
ga\ c her lessons. And if she didn’t like horses, he would cease to 
pursue her. 

He iiad built a special riding trail on his estate ita: led 
through the forest. He cnjo>-cd the chattering of the hires, the 
rustle of small animals, the occasional siting c[ a des: Bz 
most of all he enjoyed dressing up for ridhra. The b-'^h' 
jacket, the brown riding boots, the wLb h: hh ^ 

never used. The black suede huntins rr.- 

in the mirror, fancsing himself ar E-^Sh ;crdc'±^ rar-— 
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He went down to the stables, where he kept six horses, and 
was pleased to see that the trainer, A!do Monza, had already 
fitted out one of his stallions. He mounted and slowly cantered 
onto the forest trail. Picking up speed, he rode through a 
tattered canopy of red and gold leaves that made a lace curtain 
against the sinking sun. Only slender sheaves of gold lit the 
trait. The horse’s hooves kicked up the smell of decaying leaves. 
He saw the fragrant pile of wheaty manure and spurred his 
horse past it, then rode onto a split in the trail, which gave him 
a difTcrent route to circle home. The gold on the trail disap- 
peared. 

He reined in the horse. At that moment two men appeared 
before him. They were dressed in the floppy clothes of farm 
laborers. But they wore masks, and metal gleamed silver in their 
hands. Astorre spurred his horse and pul his head down along 
its flank. The forest filled with light and the sound of exploding 
bullets The men were very close, and Astorre felt the bullets hit 
him in the side and back. The horse panicked into a wild gallop 
as Astorre concentrated on keeping his seat. He galloped on 
down the trail, and then two other men appeared. They were 
not masked or armed. He lost consciousness and slid off the 
horse and into their arms. 


Within an hour Kurt Cilke received a report from the sur- 
veillance team that had rescued Astorre Viola. What really 
surprised him was that Astorre, beneath all his foppish dress, 
wore a bulletproof vest that covered his torso the length of his 
red riding jacket. And not ju.st your ordinary Kevlar, but one 
specially handmade. Now, what the hell was a guy like Astorre 
doing wearing armor? A macaroni importer, a club singer, a 
flaky horse rider. Sure, the impact of the bullets had stunned 
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him, but they had not penetrated. Aslorre was already out of 
the hospital. 

Cilke started writing a memo to have Astorres life in- 
vestigated from childhood on. The man might be the key to 
everything. But he was sure of one thing: He knew who had 
attempted to murder Aslorre Viola. 


Aslorre met with his cousins at Valerius’s home. He told them 
of the attack, how he had been shot. ‘T’ve asked you for help,” 
he said. “And you refused and I understood. But now I think 
you should reconsider. There is some sort of a threat to all of 
you. I think it could be solved by selling off the banks. That 
would be a win-win situation. Everybody gets what they want. 
Or we can go for a win-lose situation. We keep the banks and 
fight off and destroy our enemies, whoever they are. Then there 
is the lose-lose situation, which we must be careful not to fall 
into. Tlial we fight our enemies and win but the government 
gels us anj'way." 

“Tlial’s an easy choice,” Valerius said. “Just sell the banks. 
The win-win.” " 

Maramtonio said, “We’re not Sicilians; we don’t want to 
throw cvciytlung away for the sake of vengeance.” 

“We sell the banks and we’re throwing away our future,” 
Nicole said calmly. “Marc, someday juu'd like your own net- 
work. Val, with big political donations you could become an 
ambassador or a sccrctar}' of defense. Astorre. you could sing 
^ with the Rolling Stones.” She smiled at him. “OK. that’s a little 
far-fclchcd,” she stiid, changing her iczt. ths jokes. Is 

killing our father noihine to us? D- w- — 

lofi’* • tOT mur* 

dcr? I think we should h-b A c-, — . 

..p, , 't'-- •ci — i^wacan. 

uo you know wha' ’.r*’*— — — -- - . , 
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“Yes,” Nicole said quietly, 

Astorre said to them gently. “Your father taught me th: 
can’t let other men impose their will on you or life’s not 
living. Val, that’s what war is, right?” 

“War is a lose-lose decision,” Nicole said sharply. 
Valerius showed his irritation. “No matter what the li 
say, Nvar is a win-lose situation. You arc much better off i 
a war. Losing is an unthinkable horror.” 

“Your father had a past.” Astorre said. “That past nc 
to be reckoned with by all of us. So now 1 ask you for yor 
again. Remember. I am under your father’s orders, and r 
is to protect the family, which means holding on to the b; 

Valerius said. “I’ll have some information for you wi 
month,” 

Astorre s;iid. ”Maa'?" 

Marcantonio said, 'T'll get to work on that progranr 
away Let’s say two months, three.” 

Astorre looked at Nicole. “Nicole, have you complct 
analysis of the FBI file on your father?" 

“No. not yet ” She seemed upset, “Shouldn’t we get * 
help on this’" 

Astorre smiled. "Cilkc is one of my suspects," he said. “ 
I ha\e all the information we can decide what to do.” 


In a month Valerius came through with some informa 
unc.xpcctcd. unwelcome. Through his CIA contacts, h 
learned the truth .about Inzio Tulippa, He had contacts in 
Turkey, India, Pakistan. Colombia, and other Latin Am 
countries. He even had a relationship with the Corlco 
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certain nucicar-rcscarch labs in South America. Tulippa who 
was desperately trying to set up a huge fund m America tp 
buy equipment and material. Who, in his dreams of grandeur, 
wanted to possess an awful weapon of defense against the 
authorities if worse ever came to worst. It therefore followed 
that Timmona Portclla was a front for Tulippa. This was happy 
news for Astorre. This was another player in the game, another 
front on which to have to fight. 

‘is what Tulippa plans possible?” Astorre asked. 

‘ilc certainly thinks it is,” Valerius said. “And he has the 
protection of government officials, where he’s located the labs.” 

“Thanks, Val,” Astorre said, patting his cousin on the shoul- 
der affectionately. 

“Sure," Valerius said. “But that’s all the help you get from me.” 


It look six weeks for Marcantonio to research the network 
profile on Kurt Cilke. He gave Astorre a huge file of informa- 
tion was given to Astorre; Astorre kept it for twenty-four hours 
and returned it. 

It was only Nicole who worried him. She’d lent him a copy of 
the FBI flic on Don Aprile, but there was a whole section that 
was completely blacked out. When he questioned her about this 
she said, “Tliat’s how I received it.” 

Astorre had studied the document carefully. The blacked-out 
section seemed to be about the period of time when he was only 

two years old. “That’s OK,” he told Nicole, “It’s too long ago to 
be important.” 


Now Astorre could no longer be put off. He had enoui 
inlorination to begin his war. 
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Nicolc had been dazzled by Mamatio Rubio and his courl- 
sliip. She had never really recovered from Aslorrc’s betrayal of 
her when she was a younp pirl. when he had elected to obey 
tier father, Thouph she had had some prudent short affairs 
with powerful men. she knew that men would always conspire 
apainst women. 

But Rubio seemed an cxccpiu)n. I Ic never pot anpry with her 
when her schedule interfered with their plans to be together. He 
understood her career came first. And he never induipcd in that 
ridiculous, insuhinp emotion of many men who thought their 
jealousy w:is proof of true love. 

It hcli>cd that he was generous in his gifts; it was even more 
important that ■-he found him interesting and enjoyed listening 
to him talk about literature and the theater. But his greatest 
virtue was that he was an enthusiastic lover, expert in bed, and 
aside from that did not take up too much of her lime. 


One cscninp Rubio took Nicole to ilinncr at I-c Cirque with 
some ul his liiends .< worid lamous South American novelist 
who charmed Nicole with his sly wit and extravagant ghost 
stones, a renovi iicd opera singer who at every disli hummed an 
ana of delight and ate as though he were pomp to the electric 
chair, and a conseis.itivc columni.st. the rcipmup ontcle ott 
svorld allairs lot //ic.Vcit York /'irmw who took prcttl pride in 
being liatcd In hlx:rals and conservatives alike. 

After dinnei Rtibio took Nicole home to his opulent apart- 
ruent in the IVtusian consulate Ihere he made love to her 
passionaicb, both physically and with whispered words, Aflcr- 
ward, lie lilted her naked Iroiu his bed and danced willi her 
wliilc reciting poetry in Spanish Nicolc had a wonderful time. 
Iispecially when they were quiet and he poured them chain* 
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pagr.c and said sincerely, “I do love you.” His magnificent nose 
and bro%v shone v,-iih truthfulness. How brazen men were. 
Nicole fell a quiet satisfaction that she had betrayed him. Her 
father would ha\‘e been proud of her. She had acted in a truly 
Mafioso fashion. 


As head of the New York FBI office, Kurt Cilke had far more 
important cases than the murder of Don Raymonde Aprile. 
One was the broad investigation of six giant corporations who 
conspired illegally to ship banned machinery, including com- 
puter technology, to Red China. Another was the conspiracy 
of the major tobacco companies peijuring themselves before 
a congressional investigating committee. The third was the emi- 
gration of middle-lc\'cl scientists to South American countries 
such as Brazil, Peru, and Colombia. The director wanted to be 
briefed on these cases. 

On the flight dmAm to Washington, Boxton said, “We have 
the tobacco guys nailed; we have the China shipments nailed- 
intcmal documents, informers saving their asses. The only thing 
wc don’t h3\c is those scientists. But I guess you become a 
deputy director after this. They can’t deny your record.” 

Thats up to the director” Cilke said. He knew why the 
scientists were down in South America, but he didn’t correct 
Boxton. 

In the Hoover Building, Boxton was barred from the 
meeting. 


h w« e!c% en months after the killing of Don Aprile. Cilke had 
prepared all his notev The Aprile case was dead, but he had 
news on es'cn more important cases. And this time there 
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TOS a rc;il chance that he would be offered one of the key 
deputy director’s jobs in the Bureau. He had made his mark 
with good work, and he had pul in his tima 
T!ic director was a tall, elegant man whose dcscendents came 
to America on the Mayflower. He was extremely wealthy in his 
own right and had entered politics as a public duty. And he 
had laid down strict rules at the beginning of his tenure. ‘‘No 


hanky-panky, he said good-humoredly in his Yankee t\rang. 
“By the book. No loopholes m the Bill of Rights. An FBI agent 
is always courteous, always fair. He is always correct in his 
priratc life. Any bit of scandal- wife beating, drunkenness, 
too close a relationship with a local police official, any third- 
degree antics and you were out on your ass even if your uncle 
was a senator. These had been the rules for the last ten years. 
Also, il you got too much press, even good, you were on your 
way to surveillance of igloos in Alaska. 


rhe dircvtvir invited Cilke to sit down in an extremely 
uncomfortable chair on the other side of his massive oak desk. 

*ni ( like he SiUd, I called you down for several rca- 
sons i umber one. 1 have placed in your personal file a spedal 
rommen ation for your work against the Mafia in New York. 
Due to you we have bmken their backs. I congratulate you.” He 

iThL"" it 

0 V beaiu^ the Bureau takes credit for its individual achieve- 
ents. And also, it might place you m some danger." 

tions uni criminal organiza- 

tions understand they cannot harm an agent.” 


Oh, no, Cilkc said, 
attention." 


It s just that we would pay more 


The director let that 


pass. There were boundaries. Virtue 
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always had to tread a very thin line. “It’s not fair to keep you on 
the hook ” the director said. “I’ve decided not to appoint you 
one of my deputies here in Washington. Not at the present 
time. For these reasons. You arc enormously street-smart, and 
there is still work to be done in the field. The Mafia, for lack of 
a belter word, is still operational. Number two: Officially you 
have an informant whose name you refuse to divulge even to 
the top supervising personnel of the Bureau. Unofficially, you 
have told us. That is classified AFLAX. So you’re OK, unoffi- 
cially. Third: Your relationship with a certain New York chief 
of detectives is too personal.’’ 

Tlic director and Cilke had other items on their meeting 
agenda. “And how is our operation 'OmertaY' the director 
asked. “We must be very careful that we have legal clearance on 
all our operations.’’ 

“Of course,” Cilke sitid, straight-faced. The director knew 
damn well that comers would have to be cut. “We’ve had a few 
obstacles. Raiinondc Aprilc refused to cooperate with us. But 
of course that obstacle no longer exists.” 

“Mr. Aprilc was very conveniently killed,” the director said 
sardonically. “I won’t insult you by asking if you had any prior 
knowledge. Your friend Portclla, perhaps?” 

"We don't know,” Cilke said. “Italians never go to authori- 
tic-s. We ju.st ha\’c to look for dead bodies turning up. Now, I 
approached Astorre Viola as we discussed. He signed the confi- 
dentiality papers but refused to cooperate. He won’t do busi- 
ness with Portclla, and he won’t sell the banks.” 

So what do we do now?" the director asked. “You know 
how important this is. If we can indict the banker under RICO, 
we can get the banks for the government. And that ten billion 
uould go to fight crime. It would be an enormous coup for the 
And then we can put an end to your association with 
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Portella. He’s outlived his usefulness. Kurt, we are in a very 
delicate situation. Only my deputies and myself know of your 
cooperation with Portella. That you receive payments from 
him, that he thinks of you as his confederate. Your life could be 
in danger.” 

“He wouldn't dare harm a federal agent,” Cilke said. “He’s 
crazy, but he’s not that crazy.” 

“Well, Portella has to go down in this operation,” the direc- 
tor said. "What arc your plans?” 

“This guy Astorre Viola is not the innocent everyone says he 
is,” Cilke said. “I'm having his past checked out. Meanwhile, 
I’m going to ask Apnie’s children to override him. But I worry, 
can we make RICO stick alt the way back ten years for some- 
thing they do now?” 

"Thai’s the job of our attorney general,” the director said. 
"Wc just have to get our foot in the door, and then a thousand 
lawyers will go all the way back. We're bound to come up with 
something the courts can uphold.” 

"About my secret Cayman account that Portella puts money 
into. C like said. "I think you should draw some out so that he 
thinks I'm spending it," 

“i II arrange that.” the director said. “1 must say, yourTim- 
mona Portella is not frugal.” 

He really believes I sold out,” Cilke said, smiling. 

Be careful, the director said. “Don’t give them the grounds 
that would make you a true confederate, an accomplice to a 
crime” 

! understand, Cilke said. And thought, easier said than 
done 

And don t take unnecessary risks,’’ the director said. “Re- 
member. drug people in South America and Sicily arc linked 
with Portella. and they are reckless fellows.” 
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“Shall I keep you advised day by day orally or in v, 

Cilke asked. 

“Nciihcr," the director said. “I have absolute confidence rz 
your integrity. And besides, I don’t want to have to lie to some 
congressional committee. To become one of my deputies, you 
will have to dear these things up.” He waited expectantly. 

Cilke never dared even to think his real thoughts in the pres- 
ence of the director, as if the man could read his mind. But still, 
the rebellion flashed. Who the fuck did the director think he 
was. the American Civil Liberties Union? V/ith his memos to 
emphasize that the Mafia was not Italian, Muslims W'ere not 
terrorists, that blacks were not the criminal class. Who the fuck 
did he think committed the street crimei? 

But Cilke said quietly, “Sir, if vrj want ray resignation, I’ve 
built up enough lime for an eariy retirement.” 

“No.” the director said. “Anrwer my question. Can you clean 
up your relationships?” 

“I have given the names of all the informants to the Bureau,” 
Cilke said. "As for cutting comers, that’s a matter of interpre- 
tation. As for being friends with the local police force, that’s PR 
for the Bureau.” 

“Your results speak for your work,” the director said, “Let’s 
try another year. Let’s go on.” He paused for a long moment 
and sighed. Then he asked almost impatiently, “Have we got 

, enough on the tobacco-company executives for perjury in your 
. judgment?” 

Easily. Cilkc said, and wondered why the director even 
, . ^ asked. He had all the files. 

“But it could be their personal beliefs,” the director said “We 
,, 1,11, ta ,how ,hat tair Ihc American people agree with 

-ntMs nol reton, ,0 ,he cant." Cilke said. "The people in 


124 ' MARIO PUZO 


the poll did not commit peijury in their testimony to Congress. 
We have tapes and internal documents that prove the tobacco 
executives knowingly lied. They conspired.” 

“You’re right,” the director said with a sigh. “But the attor- 
ney general has made a deal. Mo criminal indictments, no pri- 
son time. They will pay fines of hundreds of billions of dollars. 
So close that investigation. It's out of our hands.” 

“Fine, sir,” Cilke said. “I can always use the extra manpower 
on other things.” 

“Good for you,” the director said. “I’ll make you even 
happier. On that shipping of illegal technology to China, that’s 
very serious business.” 

“There’s no option,” Cilke said. “Those companies deliber- 
ately broke a federal law for financial gain and breached the 
security of the United States. The heads of those companies 
conspired." 

“We do have the goods on them,” the director said, “but you 
know conspiracy is a catchall. Everybody conspires. But that's 
another ciisc you can close and save the manpower.” 

Cilke said incredulously, "Sir, arc you saying a deal has been 
made on that?" 

The director leaned back in his chair and frowned at Cilke’s 
implied insolence, but he made allowances, “Cilke, you are the 
best field man in the Bureau. But you have no political sense. 
Now listen to me, and never forget this: You cannot send six 
billionaires to pnson. Not in a democracy.” 

"And that’s it?” Cilke asked. 

The financial sanctions will be very heavy,” the director 
said. “Now, on to other things, one very confidential. We’re 
going to exchange a federal prisoner for one of our informers 
who is being held hostage in Colombia, a very valuable asset in 
our war on the drug trade This is a case you’re familiar with.” 
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He referred to a case four years ago in which a drug dealer took 
five hostages, a woman and four children. He killed them and 
also killed a Bureau agent. He was given life without parole. “I 
remember that you were adamant on the death penalty, the 
director said. “Now we are going to let him go, and I know you 
won’t be loo happy. Remember, all this is secret, but the papers 
will probably dig it up and there will be an enormous fuss. You 
and your office will never comment. Is that understood?” 

Cilke said, “We can’t let anyone kill our agents and get away 
with it.’’ 

“Tliat attitude is not acceptable in a federal officer,” the direc- 
tor said. 

Cilke tried not to show his outrage. “Then all our agents 
will be endangered,” Cilke said. “That’s how it is on the streets. 
The agent was killed trying to save the hostages. It was a cold- 
blooded execution. Setting the killer free is an insult to the life 
of that agent." 

“Tlicrc can be no vendetta mentality in the Bureau,” the 
director said. “Otherwise we’re no better than they are. Now, 
what do you have about those scientists who’ve emigrated?” 

At that moment Cilke realized he could no longer trust the 
director. “Nothing new,” he lied. He had decided from now on 
he would not be pan of the agency’s political compromises. He 
would play a lone hand. 

“Well, now you have a lot of manpower, so work on it,” the 
director said. “And after you nail Timraona Porteiia, I’d like to 
bring you up here as one of my deputies.” 

, "Tlwnk you,” Cilke said. “But I’ve decided after I clear up 
Pojiclla, I m taking my retirement.’ 

The director gave a deep sigh. “Reconsider it. I know how all 
hu deal making must distress you. But remember this: The 
urtau is not only resnonsiWe Tor 
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lawbreakers, but we must also take only the actions that, in the 
long run, benefit our society as a whole,” 

"I remember that from school,” Cilke said. “The end justifies 
the means.” 

The director shrugged. “Sometimes, Anyway, reconsider 
your retirement. I'm putting a letter of recommendation in 
your file. Whether you stay or go, you will receive a medal from 
the president of the United States.” 

“Thank you, sir,” Cilke said. The director shook his hand 
and escorted him to the door. But he had one final question. 
“What happened to that Aprile case? It’s been months and it 
seems nothing has been done." 

“It's NYPD. not ours,” Cilke said, “Of course, I looked into 
it. So far no motive. No clues. 1 would think there’s no chance 
of it being solved.” 


That night Cilke had dinner with Bill Boxton. 

Good news, Cilke told him. “The tobacco and the China 
machine cases arc closed. The attorney general is going after 
financial sanctions, not criminal. That frees a lot of man- 
power.” 

No shit, Boxton said. “I always thought the director was 
straight. A square shooter. Will he resign?” 

There arc square shooters and there arc square shooters 
with little nicks on the edges.” Cilke said. 

“Anything else'’" Boxton asked. 

NVhen ! bring Ponella down. 1 get to be the director’s 
deputy. Guaranteed. But by then I’ll be retired.” 

“ Veah," Boxton said. “Put in a word for me for that job.” 

“No chance. The director knows you use four-letter words.” 
He laughed. 
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“Shit." Boxton said, in mock disappointment “Or is it fuckT 

The next night Cilke v\-alked home from the railroad station. 
Georgette and Vanessa were in Florida visiting GeorgeUes 
mother for a week, and he hated taking a taxi. He was surprised 
not to hear the dogs barking when he walked up the driveway. 
He called out for them but nothing happened. They must have 
v,-andcrcd off into the neighborhood or the nearby woods. 

He missed his family, especially at mealtimes. He had eaten 
dinner alone or with other agents in too many cities all over 
America, always alert to any kind of danger. He prepared a 
simple meal for himself as his svife had taught him to do — 

■ a vegetable, a green salad, and a small steak. No coffee, but a 
' brandy in a small thimble of a glass. Then he went upstairs to 
shower and call his wife before reading himself to sleep. He 
loved books, and he was always made unhappy when the FBI 
was portrayed as heavy villains in detective novels. What the 
hell did they know? 

When he opened the bedroom door he could smell the blood 
instantly and his whole brain fell into a chaotic jumble; all the 
hidden fears of his life came rushing in on him. 

The two German shepherds lay on his bed. Their brown 
white fur was mottled red, their legs tied together, their muzzles 

wmppal in gauze. Their hearts had been cut out and rested on 
their flanks. 


\\uh great effort, his mind came together. Instinctively, he 
wl.ed his wife to make sure she was OK. He told her nothin^ 
ITcn he called the FBI duty officer for a special forensic 

Mcloihcs. the mattress, the rug. He did not 
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Six hours later the FBI teams had left and he wrote a re 
port to the director. He poured himself a regular-sized glass o 
brandy and tried to analyze the situation. 

For a moment he considered lying to Georgette, concocting j 
story about the dogs running away. But there were the missinj 
rug and bedsheets to be explained. And besides, it wouldn’t b< 
fair to her. She had a choice to maka More than anything, sh( 
would never forgive him if he lied. He would have to tell her th< 
truth. 


The next day Cilke flew first to Washington to confer wth the 
director and then down to Florida, where his wife and daughter 
were vacationing with his in laws. 

There, after having lunch with them, he took Georgette fora 
walk along the beach. As they watched the glimmering blue 
water he told her about the dogs being killed, that it was an old 
Sicilian Mafia warning used to intimidate. 

According to the papers you got rid of the Mafia in this 
country.” Georgette said musingly. 

More or less, Cilke said. “We have a few of the drug orga- 
nizations left, and I’m pretty sure who did this.” 

Our poor dogs," Georgette said. “How can people be so 
cruel? Has c you talked to the director?" 

Cilke felt a surge of irritation that she was so concerned 
about the dogs. "The director gave me three options,” he said. 
That 1 resign from the Bureau and relocate. I refused that 
option. The second was that I relocate my family under Bureau 
protection until this case is over. The third is that you remain in 
the house as if nothing has happened. We would have a twenty- 
four-hour security team guarding us. A woman agent would 
live in the house with you, and you and Vanessa will be accom- 
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inicd by two bodyguards wherever you go. There will be sccu- 
[y posts set up around the house with the latest alarm cquip- 
cnt. \\Tiat do you think? In six months this will all be over." 
"You think it’s a blulT," Georgette said. 

“Yes. They don’t dare harm a federal agent or his family. It 
ould be suicide for them." 

Georgette gazed out at the calm blue water of the bay. Her 
and clasped his more tightly. 

“I’ll stay," she said. “I’d miss you too much, and I know you 
eon’t leave this case. How can you be certain you’ll finish in six 
nonths?" 

“I’m certain," Cilke said. 

Georgette shook her head. T don’t like you being so certain. 
Please don’t do anjlhing awful. And I want one promise WTen 
this ease is over, you’ll retire from the Bureau. Start your own 
law practice or teach. I can’t live this way the rest of my life." 
She was in deadly earnest. 

The phrase that stuck in Cilke's head was that she w ould miss 
him too much. .And as he so often did. he wondered hcrA a 
woman like her could possible love a man like him. But he .had 
alwaj-s known that someday she would make this derra.-.d. Hr 
sighed and said, “I promise." 

fhey continued their w:alk along the 'oeach and thsn sat ir. t 
Ihllc green park that protected them agai."st the su-u. 
breeze from the bay ruined his wife's hair, ma.kmg her iarL -r* 


wung and happ;,; Glke knew he could r.r- er break bi' r'r'rr.- ■ 
to her. And he was r. en proud cf her cunning :n r*.*-" 'urr rr 
promise at the exact r-onceut. wber. see rr keu rer a - 1 r 

stny on his S’d-* -si" •*** ^ r "- - *'■* 

, tmintellig-t wuman^ A: the same time cart 1 "”-' 

. «ifc would h: hcrrlbec. huariated by ^iu: -be 
.■ cunnmc w-.- : "b 





CHAPTER 6 


F rankv and stage sturzo owned a huge sporting-goods 
store in L.A. and a house in Santa Monica that was only 
five minutes from the Malibu beach. Both of them had been 
married once, but their marriages didn't take, so now they lived 
together. 

Thc>‘ never told any of their friends they were twins, and 
it was not csen obvious they were brothers except that they 
had the same ca.sygoing confidence and extraordinary athletic 
suppleness. Franky was the more charming and temperamen- 
tal. Stacc was the more jcsclhcaded. just a little stolid, but they 
were both noted for their amiability. 

Tliey belonged to one of the large classy g>Tns that dotted 
L.A.. a gyTn filled with digital body-building machines and 
wide-screen wall TVs to watch while working out. It had a 
baskctb.all court, a swimming pool, and even a boxing ring. Its 
staff of trainers were good-looking, .sculptured men and pretty, 
well-toned women. Tlic brothers u.sed the g>7n to work out and 
also to meet women who trained there. It was a great hunting 
ground for men like them, surrounded by hopeful actresses 
trsing to keep their bodies beautiful and bored, neglected ui- 
t'f high-powered movie people. 

Rut mostly FranVrj- and Stacc enjoyed pickup bask^ 
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games. Good players came to the gym — sometimes even a 
reserve on the L.A. Lakers. Franky and Stace had played 
against him and felt they had held their own. It brought back 
fond memories of when they had been high school all-stars. But 
they had no illusions that in a real game they would have been 
so fortunate. They had played all out, and the Laker guy had 
just been having a good time. 

In the gym’s health-food restaurant, they struck up friend- 
ships with the female trainers and gym members and even 
sometimes a celebrity. They always had a good time, but it was 
a small part of their lives. Franky coached the local grade- 
school basketball team, a job he took very seriously. He alsvays 
hoped to discover a superstar in the making, and he radiated a 
stem amiability that made the kids love him. He had a favorite 
coaching tactic. “OK,” he would say, “You’re twenty points 
down, it’s the last quarter. You come out and score the first ten 
points. Now you got them where you want them — ^you can win. 
It’s just nerve and confidence. You can always win. You're ten 
points down, then five, then you’re even. And you’ve got them!” 

Of course, it never worked. The kids were not developed 
enough physically or tough enough mentally. They were just 
kids. But Franky knew the really talented ones would never 
forget the lesson and that it would help them later on. 

Stace concentrated on running the store, and he made the 
final decision on which hit jobs they would take. There had 
to be minimum risk and maximum price. Stace believed in 
percentages all the way and also had a gloomy tcmp>cramcnt. 
What the brothers had going for them was that- they rarely 
disagreed on anything. They had the same tastes and they were 
almost always evenly matched in physical skills. They some- 
times sparred against each other in the boxing ring or played 
each other one-on-one on the basketball court. 
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They were now forty-three years old and their lives suited 
them, but they often talked about getting married again and 
having families. Franky kept a mistress in San Francisco, and 
Since had a girlfriend in Vegas, a showgirl. Both women had 
shown no inclination for marriage, and the brothers felt they 
were just treading water, hoping for someone to show up. 

Since they were so genial, they made friends easily and had a 
busy social life. Still, they spent the year after killing the Don 
with some apprehension. A man like the Don could not be 
killed without some danger. 

Around November, Stacc made the necessary call to Heskow 
about picking up the second five hundred grand of the pay- 
ment. The phone call was brief and seemingly ambiguous. 

“Hi." Stacc said. “We’re coming in about a month from now. 
Bvcty’thingOK.?” 

Heskow seemed glad to hear from him. “Everything’s per- 
fect." he said. “Everything’s ready. Could you be more specific 
on time? I don't want you coming when I’m out of town some- 
where.’’ 

Stacc laughed and said casually, “We’ll find you. OK? Figure 
a month.’’ Then he hung up. 

Tlic money pickup in a deal like this alwuys had an element 
of danger. Sometimes people hated to pay up for something 
already done. That happened in every' business. Then some- 
times people had delusions of grandeur. They thought they 
were as good as the professionals. The danger was minimal with 
Hesfow— he had always been a reliable broker. But the Don’s 
case wus special, as was the money. So they didn’t want Heskow 
^ lo hns’c a fix on their plans. 

TIk brothers had taken up tennis the past year, but it wus the 
one sfH^rt that defeated them. They were so athletically dfted 
Ihm they could not accept this defeat, thouch it 
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to them that tennis was a sport where you had to acquire the 
strokes early in life by instruction, that it really depended on 
certain mechanics, like learning a languaga So they had made 
arrangements to stay for three weeks at a tennis ranch in Scotts- 
dale, Arizona, for an introductory course. From there they 
would travel to New York to meet Heskow. Of course during 
these weeks at the tennis ranch they could pass some of their 
evenings in Vegas, which was less than an hour from Scottsdale 
by plane. 


The tennis ranch was superluxurious. Franky and Stace were 
given a two-bedroom adobe cottage with air conditioning, an 
Indian-motif dining room, a balconied living room, and a small 
kitchen. They had a superb view of the mountains. There was a 
built-in bar, a big refrigerator, and a huge TV. 

But the three weeks started off on a sour note. One of the 
instructors gave Franky a hard time. Franky was easily the 
best in the group of beginners, and he was especially proud of 
his serve, which was completely unorthodox and wild. But the 
instructor, a man named Leslie, seemed particularly irritated 
by it. 

One morning Franky hit the ball to his opponent, who 
couldn’t come near it, and he said proudly to Leslie, “That’s an 
ace, right?” 

“No,” Leslie said coldly. “That’s a foot fault. Your toe went 
over the serving line. Try again, with a proper serve. The one 
you have will more oflen be out than in.” 

Franky hit another serve, fast and accurate. “Ace, right?" he 
said. 

“That is a foot fault,” Leslie said slowly. “And that serve is a 
bullshit serve. Just get the ball in. You’re a very decent player for 
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lhacVxr. Play the point." 

Franky was annoyed but controlled himself. “Match me up 
,viih somebody who’s not a hacker” he said. “Let’s see how I 
jo." He paused. “How about you?” 

Uslic looked at him with disgust. “I don’t play matches with 
hackers," he said. He pointed to a young woman in her late 
twenties or early thirties. “Rosie?” he said, “Give Mr. Sturzo a 
onc-set match.” 

The girl had just come to the court. She had beautiful tanned 
legs coming out of white shorts, and she wore a pink shirt with 
the tcnnis-ranch logo. She had a mischievous pretty face, and 
her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. 

“You have to give me a handicap,” Frank said disarmingly. 
“You look too good. Are you an instructor?” 

“No,” Rosie said. “I’m just here to get some serving lessons. 
Leslie is a champ trainer for that.” 

“Give him a handicap,” Leslie said. “He’s way below you in 
the levels.” 

Franky said quickly, “How about two games in each four- 
game set?" He would bargain down to less. 

Rosie gave him a quick, infectious smile. “No,” she said, 
“that won’t do you any good. What you should ask for is two 
points in ctich game. Then you would have a chance. And if we 
gel to deuce, 1 have to win by four instead of two.” 

iTanky shook her hand. “Let’s go,” he said. They were stand- • 
ing dose together, and he could smell the sweetness of her body. 
She whispered. “Do you want me to throw the match?” 

Franky was thrilled. “No,” he said. “You can’t beat me with 
that handiciip.” 

Tlicy plavcd srith Leslie watching, and he didn’t call the foot 
fmiltv I-r;inky won the first two games, but after that Rosie 
rolled o\tr him. Her ground strokes were perfect, and she had 
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no trouble at all with his serve. She was always standing where 
Franky had to hit the ball, and though several times he got to 
deuce, she put l\im away 6-2. 

“Hey, you're very good for a hacker." Rosie said. “But you 
didn't start playing until you were over twenty, right?" 

“Right." Franky was beginning to liatc the word hacker. 

"You have to learn the strokes and serve wlrcn you’re a kid," 
she said. 

“Is that right'!" Franky teased. “But I'll beat you before we 
leave here." 

Rosie grinned. She had a wide, generous mouth for such a 
small face. “Sure," she said. "If you have the best day of your 
life and 1 have my worst.” Franky laughed. 

Slacc came up and introduced himself. Then he said, “Why 
don't you have dinner with us tonight? Franky won't invite you 
because you beat liim, but he'll come.” 

“Ah, that's not true," Rosie said. "He was just about to ask 
me. Is eight o'clock okay?" 

"Great," Slacc said. He slapped Franky with his racquet. 

"I'll be there.” Franky said. 

They had diniter at the ranch restaurant, a huge vaulting 
room with glass wails that let in the desert and mountains. 
Rosie proved to be a find, as Franky told Stacc later. She flirted 
with both of them, she talked all the sports and knew her stuff, 
past and present — the great championship games, the great 
players, the great individual moments. And she was a good 
listener; she drew tliem out. Franky even told her about coach- 
ing the kids and how his store provided them with the best 
equipment, and Rosie said warmly, “Hey, that's great, that's 
just great." Then they told her they had been high school 
basketball all-stars in their youth. 

Rosie also had a good appetite, which they approved of in a 
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woman. She ate slowly and daintily, and she had a trick of 
lowering her head and tilling it to the side with an almost mock- 
shyness when she talked about herself. She was studsing for a 
Ph.D. in psycholog>- at New York University. She came from a 
moderately wealthy family, and she had already toured Europe. 
She had been a tennis star in high school. But she said all this 
with a self-deprecating air that charmed them, and she kept 
touching their hands to maintain contact with them as she 
spoke. 

“I still don’t know what to do when I graduate.*’ she .caid. 
"With all my book knowledge, 1 can ne\cr figure people out 
in real life. Like you two guys. You tell me jour history, wu 
arc two charming bastards, but I base no idea what makes 
you tick." 

"Don’t woriy about that,” Stacc said. "WTiat you see is wh.at 
you get." 

“Don't ask me,’’ Franky said to her. "Right now my whole 
life is centered on how to beat you at tennis.’’ 

After dinner the two brothers walked Rosie down the red eby 
path to her cottage. She gave them each a quick kiss on the 
cheek, and they were left alone in the desert air. Tlie la.st image 
they took with them was Rosie's pert face gleaming in the 
moonlight. 

"1 think she’s exceptional," Stacc .said. 

"Better than that," Franky said. 
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with them to the golf course to make up a foursome and 
insisted on being partnered with Rosie and playing for ten 
dollars a hole, and though he was good, he lost. Then he tried 
to join them for dinner that night at the tennis ranch. Rosie 
rebuffed him, to the delight of the twins. “I’m trying to get one 
of these guys to propose to me,” she said. 

It was Stace who got Rosie into bed by the end of the first 
week. Franky had gone down to Vegas for the evening to 
gamble and to give Stace a clear shot. When he returned at 
midnight, Stace wasn’t in the room. The next morning when he 
appeared Franky asked him, “How was she?” 

“Exceptional,” Stace said. 

“You mind if I take a shot?” Franky asked. 

This was unusual. They had never shared a woman; it wns 
one area where their tastes differed. Stace thought it over. Rosie 
fitted in perfectly with both of them. But the three couldn’t 
keep hanging out together if Stace was getting Rosie and 
Franky was not. Unless Franky brought another girl into the 
combo — and that would spoil it. 

“It’s OK,” Stace said. 

So the next night Stace went down to Vegas and Franky took 
his shot with Rosie. Rosie made no trouble at all, and she ws 
delightful in bed — no fancy tricks, just good-hearted fun and 
games. She didn’t seem uncomfortable about it at all. 

But the next day when the three of them had breakfast, 
Franky and Stace didn't know quite how to act. They were a 
little too formal and polite. Deferential. Their perfect harmony 
was gone. Rosie polished off her eggs and bacon and toast and 
then leaned back and said with amusement, “Am I going to 
have trouble with you two guys? I thought we were buddies.” 

Stace said sincerely, “It’s just that we’re both crazy about 
you, and we don’t know exactly how to handle this.” 
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Rosie said, laughing, “I’ll handle it. I like you botli a lot, 
e’rc having a good time. We’re not getting married, and after 
: leave the tennis ranch, we’ll probably never see each other 
tain. I’ll go back to New York, and you guys will go back to 
A. So let’s not spoil it now unless one of you is the jealous 
y pc. Then we can just cut out the sex part.’’ 

The twins were suddenly at ease with her. “Fat chance,” Stacc 
laid. 

Frank 7 said, “We’re not jcalouj;, and I’m going to beat you at 
tennis one time before we leave here.” 

“You haven’t got the strokes.” Rosie said firmly, but she 
reached out and clasped both their hands. 

“Let's settle it todaj',” Frank)- said. 

Rosie tilted her head shyly. “I’ll give you three points a 
game." she said. “And if you lose, you won’t give me any more 
of that macho crap.” 

Stacc said, “I'll pul a hundred bucks on Rosie, 

Frank)- smiled wolfishly at both of them. Tlicre w.as no way 
he would let himself lose to Rosie with a three-point handicip. 
He said to Stacc, “Make that bet fo-c. 

Rosie had a mischievous smile on her face .And if 1 «in. 

State gets tonicht with me" 

Bath brothers launhcd aloud. It gave them pleasure th.-,: 
Rt'tir «as not that perfect. th.n she had a touch, of mahcc 
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rest of the week. 

The twins drove Rosie to the airport the day she left. 
“Remember, if you ever get to New York, give me a ring,” she 
said. They had already given her an open invitation to stay with 
them anytime she came to L.A. Then she surprised them. She 
held out two small gift-wrapped boxes. “Presents,” she said, and 
smiled happily. The twins opened the boxes, and each found a 
Navajo ring with a blue stone. “To remember me by.” 

Later, when the brothers went shopping in town, they saw the 
rings on sale for three hundred bucks. 

“She could have bought us a tie each or one of those funny 
cowboy belts for fifty bucks.” Franky said. They .were extraor- 
dinarily pleased. 

They had another week to spend at the ranch, but they spent 
little of it playing tennis. They golfed and flew to Vegas in the 
evenings. But they made it a rule not to spend the night there. 
Thai’s how you could lose big — take a shellacking in the early- 
morning hours when your energy was down and your judgment 
was impaired. 

Over dinner they talked about Rosie. Neither would say a 
disloyal word about her, though in their hearts they held her in 
lower esteem because she had fucked both of them. 

“She really enjoyed it,” Franky said. “She never got mean or 
moody after." 

“Yeah,” Stace said. “She was exceptional. I think we found 
the perfect broad.” 

“But they always change,” Franky said. 

“Do we cal! her when we get to New York?” Stace asked. 

“I will,” Franky said. 


A week after they left Scottsdale they registered at the Sherry- 
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Nclhcrland in Manhattan. The next morning they rented a car 
and drove out to John Hcskow s house on Long Island. When 
they pulled into the driveway, they saw Heskow sweeping his 
basketball court clean of a thin skin of snow. He raised his 
hand in welcome. Then he motioned them to pull into the 
garage attached to the house. His own car was parked outside. 
Franky jumped out of the car before Stace pulled in, to shake 
Heskow's hand but really to put him in close range if anything 
happened. 

Heskow unlocked the door and ushered them inside. 

“It’s all ready,” he said. He led them upstairs to the huge 
trunk in the bedroom and unlocked it. Inside were stacks of 
money rubber-banded into six-inch bundles, along with a 
folded leather bag. almost as big as a suitcase. Stace threw the 
bundles onto the bed. Then the brothers rifled through each 
stack to make sure they were all hundreds and that there were 
no counterfeits. They only counted the bills in one stack and 
multiplied it by one hundred. Then they loaded the money into 
the leather bag. \Vlrcn they were finished, they looked up at 
Heskow. He was smiling. “Have a cup of coffee before you go,” 
he said. “Take a leak or whatever.” 

"Tiianks,” Stace said. “Is there anything we should know? 
AnyfussT' 

“None at all.” Heskow said. “Everything’s perfect. Just don’t 
be too flashy with the dough.” 

‘Its for our old age,” Franky said, and the brothers laughed. 

' What about all bis friends?” Stace asked. 

•Ihc dead have no friends.” Heskow said. 

"W'li.u about his kids?” Franky asked. “They didn’t make 
any noise?" 

"^cy were brought up straight," Heskow said. “They’re not 
successful professionals. They believe in 
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the law. And they’re luck>' they’re not suspects.” 

The twns laughed and Heskow smiled. It was a good joke 
"Well, I’m just amazed,” Stacc said. “Such a big man and so 
little fuss.” 

“Well, it’s been a year now and not a peep," Heskow said. 
The brothers finished their coffee and shook hands with Hes- 
kow. “Keep well,” Heskow said. “I may be calling you again.” 
“You do that,” Franky said. 


Back in the city the brothers dumped the money into a joint 
security safe deposit box. Actually, two. They didn’t even dip 
any casual spending money. Then they went back to the hotel 
and called Rosie. 

She was surprised and delighted to hear from them so soon. 
Her voice was eager as she uiged them to come to her apart- 
ment at once. She would show them New York, her treat. So 
that evening they arrived at her apartment and she served them 
drinks before they all left for dinner and the theater. 

Rosie took them to Le Cirque, which she told them was the 
finest restaurant in New York. The food was great, and even 
though it was not on the menu, at Franky ’s request they cooked 
him up a plate of spaghetti that was the best he’d ever tasted. 
The twins could not get over the fact that a fancy restaurant 
could ser\'c the food they liked so much. They also noted that 
the maitre d’ treated Rosie in a very special way, and that 
impressed them. Tliey had their usual great time, Rosie urging 
them to tell their stories. She looked especially beautiful. It 'vas 
the first time they had seen her dressed formally. 

Over coffee, the brothers gave Rosie their present. They had 
bought it at Tiffany’s that afternoon and had it wrapped in a 
maroon velvet box. It had cost five grand, a simple gold chain 
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with a diamond-encrusted locket of white platinum. 

“From me and Stacc,” Franky said. “We chipped in.” 

Rosie was stunned. Her eyes became watery and gleaming. 
She put the chain over her head so that the locket rested 
between her breasts. Then she leaned over and kissed both of 
tlicni. It was a simple sweet kiss on the lips that tasted of honey. 


The brothers had once told Rosie they had never gone to a 
Broadway musical, so the next night she was taking them to see 
Acs Mhcrahlcs. She promised them they would really love it. 
And they did, but with a few reservations. Later, in her apart- 
ment, Franky said, “I don’t believe he didn’t kill the cop Javert 
when lie had the chance.” 

“It's a musical,” Stacc said. “Musicals don’t make sense even 
in the movies. It’s not their job.” 

But Rosie disputed this. “It shows Jean Valjean has become a 
really good man,” she said. “It’s about redemption. A roan who 
sins and steals and then reconciles with society.” 

Tliis irritated even Stacc. “Wait a minute,” he said. “The guy 
started off a thief. Once a thief, always a thief. Right, Franky?” 

Now Rosie took fire. “ Wliat would you two guys know about 
a man like Valjean?” And that broke the brothers up. Rosie 
smiled her good-humored smile. “Which of you is staying to- 
night?” she asked. 

She waited for the answer and finally said, “I don’t do three- 
You have to take turns.” 

'■'‘’ho do you want to stay?" Franky asked. 

Hon t start that." Rosie warned. “Or we’ll have a beautiful 
fcbtionship like in the movies. No screwing. And I’d hate that,” 
«ul, smiling to lake the edge off. “1 love you both.” 

1 1! go home tonight,’ Franky said. He wanted her to know 
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Well change our flight back to L-A.” 

“I can’t,” Rosie said. “I hav-e to stodv. and that’s the 
place. ' ■ . 


“All alone?” Stace asked. 

Rosie ducked her head. “Fm such a dope,” she said. 

“Why don’t we go up with you for just a fetv daj^?" 
jsked. ‘AVe’l] leave the day after Christmas.” 

Yeah. Stace said, “we could use some peace and quiet- 
Rosie’s face was glowing. “Would you really?" she said I'-tF 
pily. “That’s so great. We could go skiing on Christmas 
1 resort just thirty minutes from the house. And fil 
Christmas dinner." She paused for a moment and then s-t'^ 
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unconvincingly. “But promise you’ll leave after Christmas; 1 
really have to work.” 

*‘\Vc have to get back to L.A.." Stacc said. ”\Vc have a busi- 
ness to run.” 

“God. I love you guys,” Rosie said. 

Stacc said cisually, “fVanky and me were talking. You know 
we've never been to Huropc, and we thought when you’re 
finished with school this summer, we could all go together. You 
be our guide. Top of the line in everything. Just a couple of 
weeks. We could have a great time if you were with us " 

‘‘Yeah.” Franky said. “We can’t go alone.” They till laughed. 

“Tbat is just a wonderful idea." Rosie said. “I'll show you 
London and Paris and Rome. And you will absolulcly ailore 
Venice. You may neser leave. But hell, summer is a long lime 
away, you guys. I know you, you'll be chasing other women byr-- 
then." ■; 

“We want you." Franl^ said almost angrily. 

“I’ll be ready when I get the call,” Rosie said. 


On the morning of December 23 Rosie pulled up to their hotel 
to pick up the twins. She was driving a huge Cadillac who-.e 
trunk held her big suitcases and a few gayly wr.ipped picwfits 
and still had roo.m for their more modest ones 
Since took the backseat and let Franky ride up front with 
Rosie. The radio was pl.aying. and none rif Ihein lall'''l for 
about an hour. Tb.at was what was great about f'o-.ie 
WTiile waitina for P/>',ie to p:cV them up, lli'" broilif-r'. had 
h.ad a converi.stior- rr,cr breakfast .Stare could 'a-f I r ard y v .r. 
uneasy ssith h:rr., which was rare between tb'" |v ins 


"Spit it out," .S'.ace s.;;'l 
“Don’t take this w r'-.-.g," f ra.nky 


'Tr.’i f;o! j'.d-.os of 
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anything. But could you lay off Rosie while we’re up there?” 

“Sure,” Stacc said. “I’ll tell her I caught the clap in Vegas.” 

Franky grinned and said, “You don't have to go that far. I’d 
just like to try having her for myself. Otherwise, I’ll lay off and 
you can have her.” 

“You’re a jerk,” Stace said. “You’ll ruin ev'erything. Look, we 
didn’t muscle her, we didn’t con her. This is what she wants to 
do. And I think it’s great for us.” 

“Td just like to try it by myself,” Franky said again. “Just for 
a little while.” 

“Sure,” Stacc said. “I'm the older brother, I have to watch out 
for you.” It was their favorite joke, and indeed it always did 
seem Stacc was a few years older than Franky instead of ten 
minutes. 

“But you know she'll be wise to you in two seconds,” Stacc 
Said. “Rosie is smart. She’ll know you’re in love with her.” 

Franky looked at his brother with astonishment. “I’m in love 
with her?” he said. “Is that it? Jesus fucking Christ." And they 
both laughed. 


Now the car was out of the city and rolling through the farm- 
land of Westchester County. Franky broke the silence. “1 never 
saw so much snow in my life," he said. “How the hell can people 
live here?” 

“Because it’s cheap," Rosie said. 

Stacc asked, “How much longer?” 

“About an hour and a half.” Rosie said. “You guys need to 
stop?” 

“No,” Franky said, “let’s get there." 

“Unless you have to stop,” Stacc said to Rosie. 

Rosie shook her head. She looked very determined, hands 
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lipht on the wheel, peering intently at the slow-falling snow- 
» fiahes. 

About an hour later they went through a small town, and 
Rosie said, “Just another fifteen minutes.” 

Tlic car went up a steep incline, and on top of a small hill was 
a house, gray as an elephant, surrounded by snow-covered 
fields, the snow absolutely pure white and unmarked, no foot- 
prints, no cir tracks. 

Rosie pulled to a stop at the front-porch entrance, and they 
got out. She loaded them down with suitcases and the Christ- 
mas boxes. “Go on in,” she said. “The door is open. We don’t 
lock up out here.” 

Franky and Stace crunched up the steps of the porch and 
opened the door. They were in a huge living room decorated 
with animal heads on the walls, and there was a huge fire in a 
hearth as big as a cave. 

Outside suddenly, they could hear the roar of the Cadillac’s 
motor, and at that moment six men appeared from the two 
cntr\-w:iy.s of the house. They were holding guns, and the leader, 
a huge man with a great mustache, said in a slightly accented 
voice, “Don’t move. Don’t drop the packages.” Then the guns 
were pressed against their bodies. 

Stace understood at once, but Franky was worried about 
Rosie. \\ took him about thirty seconds to put it together— the 
roar of the engine and Rosie not being there. Then with the 

ssorrt feeling he had ever had in his life, he realized the truth. 
Rosie w.is bail. 



^CHAPTER 7 


O N THE NIGHT bcforc Christmas Eve Astorre attended ; 

party given by Nicole at her apartment. She had invitee 
professional colleagues and members of her pro bono groups 
including her favorite, the Campaign Against the Death Penalty 
Astorre liked parties. He loved to chat with people he wouk 
never sec again and who were so different from him. Sometime 
he met interesting women with whom he had brief affairs. Anc 
he always hoped to fall in love; he missed it. Tonight Nicole hac 
reminded him of their teenage romance, not coy or flirting bu 
with good humor. 

“You broke my heart when you obeyed my father and wen 
to Europe," she said. 

“Sure,” Astorre said. “But that didn’t stop you from meetinj 
other guys.” 

For some reason Nicole was very fond of him tonight. Shi 
held his hand in an intimate schoolgirl way, she kissed him oi 
the lips, she clung to him as if she knew that he was about t( 
escape her once again. 

This confused him because all his old tenderness was aroused 
but he understood starting up again with Nicole would be i 
terrible mistake at this junction of his life. Not with the deci 
sions he had to make. Finally she led him to a group of peopl 
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and inUoduccd him. 

Tonight there was a live band, and Nicole asked Astorre to 
sing in his now gravelly but warm lilting voice, which he always 
loved doing. They sang an old Italian love "ballad together. 

WTicn he serenaded Nicole, she clung to him and looked into 
his eyes searching for something in his soul. Then, tvith.a final 
sorrowful kiss, she let him go. 

Aftenvard Nicole had a surprise for him. She led him to 
a guest, a quietly beautiful woman with wide intelligent gray 
eves. “Astorre," she said, “this is Georgette Cilke, who chairs 
the Campaign Against the Death Penalty. We often work to- 
gether." 

Georgette shook his hand and complimented him on his 
singing. “You remind me of a young Sinatra,” she said. 

Astorre was delighted, “Thank you,” he said. “He’s my hero. 
1 know his entire catalogue of songs by heart.” 

"My husband is a big fan, too,” Georgette said. “I like his 
music, but I don’t like the way he treats people.” 

Astorre sighed, knowing he was on the losing end of an argu- 
ment. but one he had to make anjnvay as a certified soldier to 
the cause. “Yes, but we must separate the artist from the man.” 

Georgette was amused by the gallantry of Astorre’s defense. 
"Must wc?" she asked with a playful twinkle in her eyes. “I 
don't think wc should ever condone that kind of insensitivity 
and loutish behavior, to say nothing of the violence.” 

Astorre could sec Georgette wasn’t going to give in on this 
point, so all he did was begin to sing a few bars of one of the 
Chairman’s most famous love songs. He looked deeply into her 

green cws. srvayiup to the music, and he saw her beginnins to 
smile. 

OK. OK. she said. "I’ll admit the songs are good. But I’m 
Mill not ready to let him off the hook." 
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She touched him gently on the shoulder before drifting aw-ay. 
Astorre spent the rest of the party obsei^ang her. She was a 
woman who did nothing to enhance her beauty but had a natu- 
ral grace and a gentle kindness that took away any threat that 
beauty makes. And Astorre, like everybody in the room, fell a 
little bit in love with her. Yet she seemed genuinely unaware of 
the affect she had on people. She had not an ounce of the flirt 
in her. 

By this time Astorre had read Marcantonio’s documentary 
notes on Cilke, a stubborn ferret on the trail of human flaws, 
coldly efficient in his work. And he also had read that his wife 
truly loved him. There was the mystery. 

Halfway through the party, Nicole came up to him and whis- 
pered that Aldo Monza was in the reception room. 

“I'm sorry, Nicole,” Astorre said. "1 have to go.” 

“OK." Nicole said. ‘T was hoping you’d get to know Geor- 
gette better. She is absolutely the brightest and best woman Tve 
ever met.” 

"Well, she is bcauiiful." Astorre said, and he thought to 
himself how foolish he still was about women — already he was 
building such fantasy on one meeting. 

When Astorre went into the reception room, he found Aldo 
Monza sitting uncomfortably m one of Nicole’s fragile but 
beautiful antique chairs. Monza rose and whispered to him, 
“We ha%e the twins. They await your pleasure.” 

Astorre felt his heart sink. Now it would begin. Now he 
would be tested, again. “How long will it take to drive up 
there?” he asked. 

“Three hours at least. We have a blizzard.” 

Astorre looked at his wutch. It was ten-thirty p.m. “Let's get 
started,” he said. 

When they left the building the air was white with snow and 
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[lie parked cirs were half buried in drifts. Monza had a huge 
dark Buick wailing. 

Monzii drove, Astorre beside him. It w’as very cold, and 
Monza turned on the heater. Gradually the car turned into an 

oven smelling of tobacco and wine. 

“Sleep," Monza said to Astorre. “We have a long ride ahead 

of us, and a night of labor.” 

Astorre let his body relax and his mind slip into dreams. 
Snow blurred the road. He remembered the burning heat of 
Sicily and the eleven years during which the Don had prepared 
him for this final duly. And he knew how inevitable was his fate. 


Astorre Viola was sixteen years old when Don Aprile ordered 
him to study in London. Astorre was not surprised. The Don 
had sent all his children to private schools and made them grow 
up in college; it was not only because he believed in education 
but to keep them isolated from his own business and way of life. 

In London Astorre stayed with a prosperous couple who had 
cmignilcd many years before from Sicily and who seemed to 
ha^■c a vety comfortable life in England. They were middle-aged 
and childless, and they had changed their name from Priola to 
Pryor. Tlicy looked extremely English, their skins bleached by 
English weather, their dress and movement serenely un-Sicilian. 
Mr. Pryor went off to work wearing a bowler hat and carrying 
a furled umbrella: Mrre Pryor dressed in the flowered dresses 
and swooping bonnets of dowdy English matrons. 

In the privacy of their home they reverted to their origins. 
Mr. Piyor wore patched baggy pants and collarless black shirts, 
'^hilc Mrs. Prvor dressed in a very loose black dress and cooked 

in the old Italian style. He called her Marizza and she called 
him Zn. 
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Mr. Pryor worked as the chief executive of a private bank 
that was a subsidiary of a huge Paiermo bank. He treated 
Astorre as a favorite nephew yet kept his distance. Mrs. Pry'or 
indulged hint with food and affection as if he were a grandson. 

Mr. Pryor gave Astorre a car and a handsome living allow- 
ance. Schooling had already been arranged at a small obscure 
university just outside London that specialized in business and 
banking but also had a good reputation in the arts. Astorre 
enrolled in the required curriculum, but his real interest was in 
his acting and singing classes. He filled his schedule with elec- 
tives in music and histoiy. It was during this stay in London 
that he fell in love with the imagery' of fox hunting — not the 
killing and the chase but the pageantry — the red coats, the 
brown dogs, the black horses. 

In one of his acting classes Astorre met a girl his own age, 
Rosie Conner. She was extremely pretty, with that air of inno- 
cence that can be devastating to young men and provocative to 
older ones. She was also talented and played some of the lead- 
ing roles in the plays staged by the class. Astorre, on the other 
hand, was relegated to smaller parts. He was handsome enough, 
but something in his personality prevented him from sharing 
himself with an audienc'c. Rosie had no such problem. It was as 
if she were inviting every audience to seduce her. 

They took rocal classes together too, and Rosie admired 
Astorre's singing. It was evident the teacher did not share her 
admiration; in fact, he advised Astorre to drop his music 
courses. He did not really have more than a pleasant voice, but 
even worse, he had no musical comprehension. 

After only two weeks Astorre and Rosie became lovers. This 
was more by her initiation than by his, though by this time he 
was madly in love with her — as madly in Io%'c as any sixtccn- 
ycar-old can ba He almost completely forgot Nicole. Rosie 
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seemed more amused than passionate. But she was so vibrantly 
alive, she adored him when she was with him; she was ardent 
in bed and always generous in every way. A week after they 
became lovers, she bought him an expensive present; a red 
hunting jacket with a black suede hunting cap and fine leather 
whip. She presented them as something of a joke. 

As young lovers do, they told each other their life stories. 
Rosie told him her parents owned a huge ranch in South 
D.akoia and that she had spent her childhood in a dreary Plains 
town. She finally escaped by insisting she wanted to study 
drama in England. But her childhood had not been a total loss. 
She had learned to ride, hunt, and ski, and in high school she 
had been a star in the drama club as well as on the tennis court. 


Astorre poured his heart out to her. He told her how he 
longed to be a singer, how he loved the English way of life with 
its old medieval structures, its royal pageantry, its polo matches 
and fox hunts. But he never told her about his uncle, Don Ray- 
monde Aprilc, and his childhood visits to Sidlj'. 

She made him dress in his hunting garb and then undressed 
him. “You arc so handsome,” she said. “Maybe you were an 
English lord in a past life.” 


This was the only part of her that made Astorre uncomfort- 
aWt She truly believed in reincarnation. But then she made 
lost to him and he forgot everything else. It seemed that he had 
never been so happy, except in Sicily. 


Dm tlK rad or one year, Mr. Piyor look him into his den 
to five him some bad ne«'a Mr Poor was wearing pantaloons 
» a peasant knit iaeket, his head covered wiu, a checked 
baled cap whose shadow hid his eyes. ’ 

lie smd ,0 Astorap "We have enjoys y„„r s„y 
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Sicily to live with his good friend Bianco. There is some busi- 
ness you must learn there. He wants you to grow up a Sicilian. 
You know what that means.” 

Astorre was shocked by the news but never questioned that 
he must obey. And though he yearned to be in Sicily again, he 
could not bear the thought of never seeing Rosie again. He said 
to Mr. Pryor. “If I visit London once a month, can I stay with 
you?” 

“I would be insulted if you did not," Mr. Pryor said. “But for 
what reason?" 

Astorre explained about Rosie, professed his love for her. 

“Ah," Mr. Pryor said, sighing with pleasure. “How fortunate 
you are to be parted from the woman you love. True ecstasy. 
And that poor girl, how she will suffer. But go, don’t worry. 
Leave me her name and address so I can look after her.” 

Astorre and Rosie had a tearful farewell. He swore he would 
fly back to London each month to be with her. She swore she 
would ne\cr look at another man. It was a delicious separation. 
Astorre would worry about her. Her appearance, her cheerful 
manner, her smile always invited seduction. The very qualities 
he loved her for were always a danger. He had seen it many 
times, as lovers always do, believing that all the men in the 
world must desire the woman he loved, that they too must be 
attracted to her beauty, her wit and high spirits. 

Astorre was on the plane to Palermo the very next day. He 
was met by Bianco, but a drastically changed Bianco. The huge 
man now wore a tailored silk suit and white broad-brimmed 
hat. He dressed to fit his status, for now Bianco’s cosca ruled 
most of the construction business in war-ravaged Palermo. It 
was a rich living but far more complicated than in the old days. 
Now he had to pay off all the city and ministry officials from 
Rome and defend his territory from rival coscas like the power- 
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fill Coriconisi. 

Octavius Hianco embraced Astorre and recalled the long-ago 
kidnapping and then told him of Don Raymonde s instruction. 
Astorre was to be trained to be Bianco s bodyguard and pupil 
in business deals. This would take at least five years, but at the 
end of that time. Astorre would be a true Sicilian and so worthy 
of his uncle’s trust. He had a head start: Because of his child- 
hood visits he could speak the Sicilian dialect like a native. 


Bianco lived in an enormous villa just outside Palermo, 
staffed with scia-ants and a platoon of guards around the clock. 
Because of his wealth and power he was now connected inti- 
mately with the high society of Palermo. During the day Astorre 
was trained in shooting and e.xplosives and instniction with the 
rope. In the evenings Bianco took him to meet friends in their 
homes and in the coffee bars. Sometimes they attended society 
dances, where Bianco was the darling of the rich conserv'ative 
widows and Astorre sang gentle love songs to their daughters. 

What amazed Astorre the most was the open bribery of 
high-placed officials from Roma 
One Sunday the national minister of reconstruction came to 
visit and cheerfully, without any trace of shame, took a suitcase 
full of cash, thanking Bianco effusively. He e.vplained almost 
apologctic.illy that half of it had to go to the prime minister of 
Italy himself. Later, when Astorre and Bianco were back home, 
Astorre asked if that was possibla 

Bianco shrugged. “Not half, but I would hope soma It’s an 
honor to ewe His Excellency a little pocket money." 

During the following year Astorre visited Rosie in London, 

flying m for just one day and night at a lime. These were nights 
ofb’usforhim. 


AUo. ih.u \c,ir be had his baptism of fira A trace had bt 
.'•rtanged betwa-n Bianco and the Coriconisi coscu. A leader 
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the Corlconisi was a man named Tosci Limona. A small man 
with a terrible cough, Limona had a striking hawklike profile f 
and deep-socketed eyes. Even Bianco voiced some fear of him. 

The meeting between the two leaders was to take place on 
neutral ground and in the attendance of one of the highest- 
ranking magistrates in Sicily, 

This judge, called “the Lion of Palermo,” took great pride in 
his absolute corruption. He reduced the sentences of Mafia 
members convicted of murder, and he refused to allow prosecu- 
tions to go forward. He made no secret of his friendship with 
the Corlconisi cosca and that of Bianco. He had a great estate 
ten miles from Palermo, and it was here that the meeting was to 
take place in order to insure that no violence would be done. 

The two leaders were permitted to bring four bodyguards 
each. They also shared the Lion’s fee for arranging the meeting 
and presiding over it and of course, the rent of his home. 

With his huge mane of white hair almost obscuring his face, 
the Lion was the picture of respectable jurisprudence. 

Astorre commanded Bianco’s group of bodyguards, and he 
was impressed by the affection shown between the two men. 
Limona and Bianco showered each other with embraces, kiss- 
ing checks and clasping hands stoutly. They laughed and whis- 
pered intimately over the elaborate dinner the Lion presented 
to them. 

So he was surprised when, once the parly was over and he 
and Bianco were alone. Bianco said to him, “ We have to be veiy 
careful. That bastard Limona is going to kill us all.” 

And Bianco proved to be right. 

A week later an inspector of police on Bianco’s payroll was 
murdered as he left the home of his mistress. Two weeks after 
that one of the society swells of Palermo, a partner in Bianco’s 
construction business, was killed by a squad of masked men 



omertA • 157 


inwcline his house and riddling him with bullets. 

Bianco responded by increasing the number of his body- 
guards and taking special pains to secure the vehicles he trawled 
in. The Corlconcsi were known for their skill svith explosives. 
Bianco also stuck verj' close to his villa. 

Bui there came a day when he had to go into Palermo to pay 
off tsvo high-ranking city officials and decided to dine in his 
favorite restaurant there. He chose a Mercedes and a top driver 
guard. Astorre sat in the backseat with him. A car preceded him 
and a car followed, both with two armed men in addition to the 
drivers. 

Tlicy were driving along a broad boulevard when suddenly a 
motorcycle with two riders zoomed out of a side street. The 
passenger had a Kalashnikov rifle and pumped bullets toward 
the car. But Astorre had already shoved Bianco to the floor and 
then returned fire as the cyclists zoomed away. The motorcycle 
went down another side street and vanished. 

Tlirec weeks later, under cover of night, five men were cap- 
tured and brought to Bianco’s villa, where they were tied up 
and hidden in the cellar. “They are Corleonesi,” Bianco said to 
Astorre. "Come down the cellar with me.” 

The men were bound in Bianco’s old peasant style, their 
limbs interlocked. Armed guards stood over them. Bianco took 
one of the guard’s rifles and without saying a word shot all five 
men in the back of the head. 

•'Tluow them in the streets of Palermo,” he commanded. 

Tlicn he turned to Astorre. “After you decide to kill a man, 

nc\cr sp^ak to him. It makes things embarrassing for both of 
you." 

■AVcrc they the cyclists?" Astorre asked. 

“No.” Bianco said. "But they will serve.” 

And n did. From then on peace reigned between the Palermo 
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cosca and the Corieoncsi. 

J 


Astorre had not been back to London to see Rosie for almost 
two months. Early one morning he received a call from her. He 
had given her his number, to be used only in an emergency. 

“Astorre," she said in a very ailm voice. “Can you fly back 
right away? I'm m tcrnblc trouble.” 

“Tell me what it i.s," Astorre said. 

“I can’t, over the phone,” Rosie said. “But if you really love 
me, you'll come.” 

NVlicn Astorre asked Bianco’s permission to leave, Bianco 
said. “Brmg money " And be gave him a huge bundle of English 
pounds. 


When Astorre arnved at Rosie’s apartment, she let him in 
quickly and then carefully locked the door. Her face was dead 
white, and she was huddled m a bulky bathrobe he had never 
seen before. She gave him a quick grateful kiss. “You’re going to 
be angry with me," she said sadly. 

In that moment Astorre thought she w'as pregnant, and he 
said quickly, "Darling, 1 can never be angry at you.” 

She held him tightly. "You’ve been gone over a year, you 
know. 1 tried so hard to be faithful. But that’s a long time.” 

Suddenly Astorre's mind was clear, icy. Here again was 
betrayal. But there was something more. Why had .she wanted 
him to come so quickly? “OK." he said, “why am I here?” 

“You h.avc to help me," Rosie said, and led him into the 
bedroom. 

There was something in the bed. Astorre threw back the 
sheet to find a middle-aged man lying on his back, completely 
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naked, yet with a dignified look. This was partly due to the 
* small silver goalee or perhaps more to the delicate carvings of 
his face. His body was spare and thin, with a great mat of fur 
across his chest; oddest of all. he wore gold-rimmed spectacles 
over his open eyes. Tliough his head was large for his body, he 
was a handsome man. He was about as dead a man as Astorre 
had even seen, despite the fact that there were no wounds. The 
spcetaclcs were crooked, and Astorre reached to straighten 
them. 

Rosie whispered, “We were making love and he went into this 
horrible spasm. He must have had a heart attack.” 

“When did this happen?” Astorre asked. He was in minor 
shock. 

"List night,” Rosie said. 

“\Miy didn’t you just call the emergency medical team?” 
Astorre said. “It’s not your fault.” 

"He's married and maybe it is my fault. We used amyl ni- 
tnUc. He had trouble climaxing." She said it without any 
embarrassment. 

Astorre was genuinely astonished by her self-possession. 
Looking at the corpse, he had the strange feeling that he should 
dress the man and remove his spectacles. He was too old to be 
n.ikcd. at least fifty — it didn’t seem right. He said to Rosie with- 
out malice but with the incredulity of the young, “What did 
you see in this guy?” 

i “He was my history professor,” Rosie said. “Really very 
, sweet, very kind. It was a spur-of-the-moment thing. Tliis was 
^ only the second lime. I was so lonely.’’ She paused for a moment 

, and then, looking directly into his eyes, said, “You’ve got to 
I'.elp me." 

. , anyone know he w~as seeing you?” Astorre asked. 

■'N’o.” 
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“I Still think we should call the police.” 

“No,” Rosie said. “If you’re afraid, I’ll take care of it myself." 

“Get dressed,” Astorre said with a stem look. He pulled the 
sheet back over the dead man. 

An hour later they were at Mr. Pryor’s house; he answered 
the door himself. Without a word, he took them to the den and 
listened to their story. He was very sympathetic to Rosie and 
patted her hand in consolation, at which point Rosie burst into 
tears. Mr. Pryor took off his cap and actually clucked with 
sympathy. 

“Give me the keys to your apartment,” he said to Rosie. “Stay 
the night here. Tomorrow you can return to your home and 
everything will be in order. Your friend will have disappeared. 
You will then stay here a week before you go back to America." 

Mr. Pryor showed them to their bedroom as if he assumed 
that nothing had happened to spoil their love affair. And then 
he took leave of them to take care of business. 

Astorre always remembered that night. He lay on the bed 
with Rosie, comforting her, wiping her tears. “It was only the 
second time,” she whispered to him. “It didn’t mean anything, 
and wc were such close friends. I missed you. I admired him for 
his mind, and then one night it just happened. He couldn’t 
clima.x, and 1 hate to say this about him, but he couldn't even 
keep an erection. So he asked to use the nitrate.” 

She seemed so vulnerable, so hurt, so broken by her tragedy 
that all Astorre could do was comfort her. But one thing stuck 
in his mind. She had stayed in her home with a dead body for 
over l\\>enty-four hours until he arrived. That was a mystery, 
and if there was one mystery, there could be others. But he 
wiped away her tears and kissed her checks to comfort her. 

“Will you ever see me again?” she asked him, digging her face 
into his shoulder, making him feel the softness of her body. 
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“Of course I will,’* Astorre said. But in his heart he wasn’t so 
sure. 

The nc.xt morning Mr. Pryor reappeared and told Rosie she 
could return to her flat. Rosie gav'e him a grateful hug, which he 
accepted warmly. He had a car waiting for her. 

After she left, Mr. Pryor, correct in bowler hat and umbrella, 
look Astorre to the airport. “Don’t w'orry about her,” Mr. Pryor 
said. “We will take care of everything.” 

“Let me know," Astorre said. 

“Of course. She is a marvelous girl, a Mafioso woman. You 
must forgive her little trespass.” 



} 


CHAPTER^e 


D uring those years in Sicily, Astorre was trained to be a 
Qualified Man. He even led a squad of six of Bianco’s cosca 
men into Corleone itself to execute their premier bombardier, a 
man who had blosvn up an Italian Army general and two of the 
most able anti-Mafia magistrates in Sicily. It was a daring raid 
that established his reputation in the upper levels of the Pa- 
lermo loici/ led by Bianco. 

Astorre also led an active social life and frequented the cafes 
and nightclubs of Palermo — mostly to meet beautiful women. 
Palermo was full of the young Mafia picciotti, or foot soldiers, 
of different cosais, all insistent on their manhood, all careful to 
cut a fine figure with their tailored suits, their manicured nails, 
and and hair sleeked back like skin. All looking to make their 
mark--to be feared and to be loved. Tlie youngest of them were 
in their teens, sporting finely groomed mustaches, their lips red 
as coral. They never gave an inch to another male, and Astorre 
avoided them. They were reckless, killing even those of high 
rank in their world and thus ensuring their own almost imme- 
diate death. For the killing of a fellow Mafia member was like 
the seduction of his svife. punished by murder. To assuage their 
pride, Astorre always showed these picciotti an amiable defer- 
ence. And he was popular with them. It helped that he fell half 
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in love with a club dancer called Buji and so avoided tlieir ill 
' will in matters of thehctirl. 


Astorre spent several years as Bianco’s right-hand man against 
the Coriconcsi cosca. Periodically he received instructions from 
Don Aprilc, who no longer made his annual visit to Sicily. 

The grcjit bone of contention between the Corleonesi and 
Bianco's caaca w-as a matter of long-term strategy. The Corleo- 
ncsi coaco had decided on a reign of terror against the authori- 
ties. Tlicy assassinated investigating magistrates and blew up 
generals sent to suppress the Mafia in Sicily. Bianco believed 
that this was harmful in the long run despite some immediate 
iKncfits, But his objections led to his own friends being killed. 
Bianco retaliated, and the carnage became so pervasive that 
Ivoth sides again sought a truce. 


During his years in Sicily, Astorre made one close friend. 
Ncllo Sparra was five years older than Astorre and played with 
a band in a Palermo nightclub where the hostesses were very 
“retty and some did duty as high-class prostitutes. 

Ncllo did not lack for money — ^lic seemed to have various 
ourccs of income. He dressed beautifully in the Palermo 
dafiom style. He was always high-spirited and ready for ad- 
cnturc. and the girls in the club loved him because he gave 
hem small presents on their birthday and holidays. And also 
wausc they suspected he was one of the secret owners of the 
dob. wluch was a nice safe place to work thanks to the strict 
rrmection of the Palermo cosca that controlled all the enter- 
larnmcm in the prorincc. The girls were only too glad to accom- 
pr^n;. Ncllo and Astorre on private parties and excursions into 
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Limona opened another bottle of wine and filled Bianco’s 
glass. Astorrc went to a window and glanced down into the 
huge driveway. A lone car was waiting, and as he watched, the 
great white head of the Lion of Palermo appeared in the drive- 
way. Tlie magistrate got into the car, which quickly sped aray. 

Astorrc did not hesitate one moment. His mind instantly 
pieced things together. His gun was in his hand without his even 
thinking. Limona and Bianco had their arms entwined, drink- 
ing from their glasses. Astorrc stepped close to them, brought 
up his gun, and fired into Limona’s face. The bullet hit the glass 
first before entering Limona’s mouth, and shards of glass flew 
like diamonds over the table. Astorrc immediately turned his 
gun on Limona’s four bodyguards and started firing. His own 
men had their guns out shooting. The bodies fell to the floor. 

Bianco looked at him dumbfounded. 

Astorrc said, “The Lion has left the villa,” and Bianco imme- 
diately understood that it had been a trap. 

“You must be careful,” Bianco told Astorre, gesturing at 
Limona’s corpse. “His friends will be after you.” 


It is possible for a headstrong man to be loyal, but it is not so 
easy for him to keep himself out of trouble. And so it proN’cd 
with Pietro Fissolini. Following Don Raymonde’s rare show of 
mercy toward him, Fissolini never betrayed the Don, but he 
betrayed his own family. He seduced the wife of his nephew 
Afdo Monza. And this was many years after his promise to the 
Don, when he was sixty years old. 

This was extraordinarily foolhardy. When Fissolini seduced 
his nephew’s wife, he destroyed his leadership of the cosca. 
Because in the Mafia’s separate clusters, to maintain power, one 
must put family above all. What made the situation even more 
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hclh." 

"I will go with you back to your village," Attorre iaid, “1 wd! 
lake your wife under my protection. I’m afraid you may be 
carried awiy.” 

Monza shrugged. “I cannot let my fate be decided by wh.it a 
woman puls in her \agina." 


The Fissolini cosca met early that Sunday morning Tlic 
ncphcw.s and sons-in-law had to decide whether or not to kill 
rissolini’s younger brother also, to avoid his vengeance. Cer- 
tainly. the brother must have known of the seduction and. by 
not speaking, condoned it. Aslorrc did not take any part in tha.t 
discussion. He simply made clear that the wife and children 
could not be harmed. But his blood chilled at the ferocity of 
these men over what seemed to him not so gr.ive an oflcnsc He 
realized now how merciful the Don had been with him. 

He understood it was not only a sc-xual matter. Wien a wife 
betrays her husband with a lover, she lets a possible Trojan 
horse into the political stniciure of the co.mi. She can leak 
secrets and weaken defenses; she gives her loser power o\rr her 
husbands Family. She is a spy in a war. Lose is no excuse for 
such treachery. 

So the cosai assembled Sund.ay morning for breakfast in the 
home of Aldo Monz.a, and then the ssonicn went to mass ssith 
the children. Three men of the cosca took I-issolinis ba>ihcr 
out to the fields — and to his death. The others listcncti to 
l issolini hold court with the rest of his cosca g.athcrcd .around 
• him. Only Aldo Monza didn't laugh at his jokes. Astorre. .xs a.n 
honored guest, sat nc.xt to Fissolini. 

".Aldo," Fissolini said to his nephew rviih a raf 
“sxiu'v'c become as sour as you look.” 
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Monza stared back at his uncle. “I can’t be as cheerful as yoi 
Unde. After all, I’m not sharing your wife, am I?” 

At the same time, three men of the cosca grabbed Fissolin 
and held him to his chair. Monza went into the kitchen anc 
came back with his bag of veterinary tools. “Uncle,” he said, “1 
am teaching what you have forgotten.” 

Astorre turned his head away. 


In the bright Sunday-morning sunlight, on the dirt road lead- 
ing to tltc famous Church of the Blessed Virgin Mary, a huge 
white horse cantered slowly. On that horse was Fissolini. He 
was fastened to the saddle with wire, and his back wns sup- 
ported by a huge wooden crucifix. He almost looked alive. But 
on his head, like a crown of thorns, nns a nest of twigs filled 
with green grass to form a mound, and mounted on that nest 
were his penis and testicles. From them, running down his fore- 
head w'ere tiny spiders of blood. 

Aldo Monza and his beautiful young wife watched from the 
steps of the church. She started to cross herself, but Monza 
struck down her arm and held her head straight to see. Then he 
shoved her out into the road to follow the corpsa 

Astorre followed her and guided her to his car to take her to 
Palermo and safely. 

Monza made a move toward him and the woman, his face 
masked with hate. Astorre gazed at him quietly and raised a 
warning finger. Monza let them go. 


Six months after the killing of Limona, Nello invited Astorre 
for a weekend at his villa. They would play tennis and bathe in 
the sea. They would feast on the fantastic local fish, and they 
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.ould h..c the company of two of the prettiest hostesses at 
the club. Buji and Stella. And the villa would be clear of rela- 
tives. who would be attending a huge family wedding m the 
countiysidc. 

It \v;is bctiutiful Sidlian weather, with that particular shadow 
to the sunlight that kept the heat from being unbearable and 
made the sky a startling canopy overhead. Aslorre and Nello 
played tennis with the girls, who had never seen a racquet 
before hut hit out lustily and sent balls flying over the fence. 
Pinally Nello suggested they go for a walk on the beach and 


a <avim. 

Tlic four bodyguards were enjoying themselves in the shade 
of the verandah, the servants bringing them drinks and food. 
But this did not relax their vigilance. For one thing, they en- 
joyed watching the lithe bodies of the two women in their bath- 
ing suits, speculating about which of them was better in bed, 
and all agreeing on Buji, whose vivacious speech and laughter 
pa\c evidence of a higher potential for arousal. Now they pre- 
pared for the walk on the beach in good humor, even rolling up 
their trouser legs. 

But Astorre motioned for them. “We’ll stay in sight,’’ he told 
them. “Enjoy your drinks.” 


The four of them strolled down the beach just out of reach 
of the surf. Astorre and Nello in front and the two women 
behind them. Wlicn the women had gone fifty yards, they began 
to strip off their bathing suits. Buji took down her shoulder 
straps to show her breasts and cupped them to hold the sun 
Tl-.cy all jumped into the surf, w-hich svas mild and rippling 
Nello was a first^rlnss ssrimmer, and he dove underwater and 
c-imc up between Stella’s legs so that w-hen he stood she was 
on lus shoulders He shouted to Astorre, “Come on ou(II”and 
A .om ,0 «hc,c he codH Beji hoMiag c„ hi„ 
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from behind. He pushed her underwater, sinking with hi 
below the surface, but instead of being frightened, Buji tuggc 
at his shorts to uncover his behind. 

Submerged, he felt a throbbing in his ears. At the same tim 
he saw Buji’s exposed white breasts suspended in the gree 
rater below the sea and her laughing face close to his. Then th 
throbbing in his cars came to a roar, and he surfaced, Buji cling 
ing to his bare hips. 

The first thing he saw was a speedboat roaring torard him 
its motor a thunderstorm churning up air and water. Ncllo anc 
Stella were on the beach. How did they get there so fast? Fai 
off, he could see his bodyguards, trousers rolled, starting to run 
toward the sea from the villa. He pushed Buji underwater and 
away from him and tried to wade to the beach. But he was too 
late. The speedboat was very close, and he saw a man with a rillc 
aiming carefully. The noise of the shots was mufilcd by the roar 
of the motor. 

The first bullet spun Astorre around so that he was a broad 
target to the gunman. His body seemed to jump out of the 
water, then collapsed below the surface. He could hear the boat 
receding, and then he felt Buji tugging at him, dragging him, 
and trying to lift him onto the beach. 

When the bodyguards arrived they found Astorre facedowa 
in the surf, a bullet in his throat, Buji weeping at his side. 


It took Astorre four months to recoser from his wounds, 
Bianco had him hidden in a small private hospital in Palermo 
where he could be guarded and given the best treatment. 
Bianco visited him every day, and Buji came on her days off 
from the club. 

It was near the end of his stay that Buji brought him a two- 
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inch-wide gold neckband from the center of which hung a gold 
di?k etched with an image of the Virgin Mary. She put it around 
his neck like a collar and positioned the medallion over his 
wound. It had been treated with adhesive that made it stick to 
the skin. Tlic disk was no bigger than a silver dollar, but it 
covered the wound and looked like an adornment. Still, there 
was nothing cfTeminate about it. 

"Tlial does the job,” Duji said affectionately. “1 couldn’t bear 
looking at it.” She kissed him gently. 

“You just wash olT the adhesive once a day,” Bianco said. 

"ril get my throat slit by somebody who wants gold,” 
Astorre said wryly. “Is this really necessary?” 

“Yes.” Bianco said. "A man of respect cannot flaunt an 
injury indicted by an enemy. Also, Buji is right. Nobody can 
bear the .sight of it.” 

Tlie only thing that registered with Astorre was that Bianco 
had called him a man of respect. Octavius Bianco, that ulti- 
mate Mafioso, had done him the honor. He was surprised and 
flattered. 

After Buji left— for a weekend with the wealthiest wine 
merchant in Palermo-Bianco held a mirror up for Astorre. 
The band of gold was handsomely made. The Madonna, 
Astorre thought; she was all over Sicily, in roadside shrines, in 
cars and houses, on children’s toys. 

He said to Bianco, “My is it the Madonna Sicilians worship, 
instead of the Christ?" 


Bianco shrugged. “Jesus was, after all, a man, and so canno^ 
be fully tnisted. Anyway, forget all that. It’s done. Before sua 
back to America, you will spend a year with Mr 
1-ondon to team about the banking business Yoar 
onlers There is another thing. Nello must be kiHid.- 
Astoric had gone over the whole affaL- tzz-r - -- 4 ^ 
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mind and knew Nello was guilty. But what was the reason? 
They had been good friends for such a long time, and it had 
been a genuine friendship. But then there had come the killing 
of the Corleonesi. Nello must be related in some way to the 
Corleonesi cosca and he had no choice. 

And there was the fact that Nello had never tried to visit him 
in the hospital. In fact, Nello had disappeared from Palermo, 
He played at the club no more. Still, Astorre hoped he might be 
wrong. 

"Arc you sure it was Nello?” Astorre said. “He was my dear- 
est friend.” 

“Who else could they use?" Bianco said. “Your most bitter 
enemy? Of course, your friend. In any case you will have to 
punish him yourself as a man of respect. So get well.” 

On Bianco’s next visit Astorre said to him, “We have no 
proof against Nello. Let the matter rest, and make your peace 
with the Corleonesi. Let the word go out that I died of my 
wounds.” 

At first Bianco argued furiously, but then he accepted the 
wisdom of Astorre’s advice and thought him a clever man. He 
could make peace with the Corlconisi, and the score would be 
even. As for Nello, he was just a pawn and not worth killing. 
Until another day. 


It took a week for arrangements to be made. Astorre would 
return to the United States through London, to be briefed by 
Mr. Pryor. Bianco told Astorre that Aldo Menza would be sent 
to America directly to stay with Don Aprilc and would be wait- 
ing for him in New York. 

Astorre spent a year with Mr. Pryor in London. It was an 
enlightening experience. 
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!n Mr. Pryor’s den, over a jug of wine with lemon, it was 
Explained that there were extraordinary plans for him. That his 
May in Sicily had been part of a specific plan by the Don to 
prcp.irc him for a certain important role. 

AMorre asked him about Rosie. He had never forgotten her— 
her grace, her pure joy in living, her generosity in all things, 
including lovemaking. He missed her. 

Mr. Pryor niiscd his eyebrows. “That Mafioso girl,” he said. 
"I knew you would not forget her.” 

“Do you know where she is?” Astorre asked. 

“Certainly," Piyor said. “In New York.” 

Astorre said hesitantly, “I've been thinking about her. After 
all. I was gone a long time and she was young. What happened 
was very natural. I was hoping to see her again.” 

“Of course,” Mr. Pryor said. “Why would you not? After 
dinner I svili give you all the information you need.” 

So late that night in Mr. Pryor’s den, Astorre got the full 
story on Rosie. Mr. Pryor played tapes of Rosie’s phone conver- 
Mlions that revealed her meetings with men in her flat. These 
i.apes made clear that Rosie had sexual liaisons with them, that 
they ga\-c her expensive gifts and money. It was a shock for 
Astorre to hear her voice, using tones that he had thought were 
mc,mt only for him— the clear laugh, the witty, affectionate 
quips. She was extremely charming and never coarse or vulgar. 
She made herself sound like a high school girl going on a prom 
dare. Her innocence was a work of genius. 

Mr. Pryor was wearing his cap low over his eyes, but he was 
w.uching .Astorre. 

Astorre said, “She's very good, isn't she?” 

A natunil,” Mr. Pryor said. 

\Wrc these tapes made when 1 was going with her?” Astorre 
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Mr. Pryor made a deprecating gesture. “It was my duty to 
protect you. Yes.” 

“And you never said anythingT’ Astorre said. 

“You were really madly in love,” Mr. Piyor said. “Why 
should I spoil your pleasure? She was not greedy, she treated 
you well. I was young myself once, and belie\'e me, in love the 
truth is of no importance. And despite everything, she is a 
marvelous girl.” 

“A high-class call girl.” Astorre said, almost bitterly. 

“Not really,” Mr. Pryor said. “She had to live by her svits. She 
ran away from home when she was fourteen, but she was highly 
intelligent and wanted an education. She also wanted to live a 
happy life. All perfectly natural. She could make men happy, a 
rare talent. It was fair that they should pay a prica” 

Astorre laughed. “You are an enlightened Sicilian. But what 
about spending twenty-four hours with the dead body of a 
lover?” 

Mr. Pryor laughed with delight. “But that is the best part of 
her. Truly Mafioso. She has a warm heart but a cold mind. 
What a combination. Magnificent. But then, you must always 
be w’arj' of her. Such a person is always dangerous.” 

“And the amyl nitrate?” Astorre asked. 

“Of that she is innocent. Her affair with the professor had 
been going on before she met you. and he insisted on the drug. 
No, what w'e have here is a girl who straightforsvardly thinks of 
her own happiness to the exclusion of everything else. She has 
no social inhibitions. My advice to you is stay in touch. You 
may want to make some professional use of her.” 

“I agree,” Astorre said. He was surprised that he felt no anger 
toward Rosie. That her charm was all she needed to be forgiven. 
He would let it go, he told Mr. Pryor. 

“Good,” Mr. Pryor said. “After a year here, you will go to 
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"I ras busy.” Astorrc said. “And it took a. long time to 
find you." 

Rosie gave him an afTccticnate. teaier look. “Do you stm 
sing? Do you still ride in that riixulons red outfit?” She kissed 
him again, and Astorrc felt a v,unnth in his brain, a hopeless 
response 

“No," he said. “Rosie, we can't go back." 

Rosie pulled him to his feet. “It was the happiest time of my 
life," she said. Then they were in the bedroom, and in secomfe 
they were naked. 

Rosie took a bottle of perfume from her night tahirt 
sprayed first herself, then him. “No time for a baih.‘'^.':fe 
bughing. And then they were in bed together ami -iavtoe 
pink blotches grow slowly over her brea-sts. 

I'or Astorrc it was a disembodied espcricno.^ r'j*. ?:ti/OV';-c t-oc 
sex but he could not enjoy Rosie. A viniorr artfse :ir. .'hi: mind 0' 
her keeping vigilance over the dead prtur.-v.r ; i>vd;' ft'S j. men’, 
and a day. Had he been alive, could htra'-'t 'ht'er tc . 
Wlial had Rosie done alone with diKt.h a.rd' hVit p.refeso't 
Lying on her back, Rosie reached O'.r r.c ^.oxk. ,c.it "izxjzf., ';«hv 
ducked her head dowm and murm^:r^d ■'.od'.-y. "Tr-V. c'd 'citoir 
magic doesn’t work anymore." She had beer; \rrf.r.% virh'. f.he 
gold medallion on his neck, saw the ugly pu.'pLt v.o -'.sd, >.rA 
kissed it. 

•Astorrc said, “It wa.s fine." 

Rosie sal up, her naked torso and breasts hanging over him 
"You can’t forgive me for the professor, that I let him die iiiiil 
st.iyed with him. Isn't that right?" 

Asiorre didn’t answer. He would never tell her whr: .V Uu u 
rXiiit her now. Tliat she liad never chanced. 

Rosie got out of bed and started to drem He d e s,;rrv 
"You’re a much more terrible rr~.~ ' r-.-. 
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Now. riding out through Westchester, Astorre was awakened 
from his memories by Aldo Monza pressing his leg. “A half 
hour to go.” Monza said. “You have to prepare yourself for the 
Sturzo brothers." 

Astorre stared out the car window at the fresh snowflakes 
falling. They were in a countryside barren but for large, bane 
trees, whose sparkling branches stuck out like magician s ssar’is. 
The blanket of luminescent snow made the covered stones seer 
like bright stars. At that moment Astorre felt a cold desoider 
in his heart. After this night, his world would change he 
change and in some way his true life would begin. 


Astorre reached the safe house at three in the 
landscape ghostly white, snow in huge drifta 
Inside, the Sturzo twins were handcuffed, ther 

and spedal reslrainingjackets fitted onto thdK-c 

lying on the floor of one bedroom, guar- r -r- — 

Astorre regarded them \Wth srarc-h'-r-'. ■ 

!>c told them. ‘•We appreciate howdr^‘;;irr~^ 
Tlic two brothers were corapleteh c^^ - - . 

Siacc seemed calm, resigned, bet fed - --77"^ 
hatred that transfigured his fa- ,■=— 
into a gargoyle. ^ ^ i'ci 

Asiorrcs.iionthebed.>ie.,^.,._^. . 
he said. ' 

Siacc said qu/ft/;. 
fninly?' 
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“That’s because she really liked you guys,” Astorre said. “She 
was crazy about you, especially Franky. It was tough for her. 
Very tough.” 

Franky said contemptuously, “Then why did she do it?” 

“Because I gave her a lot of money,” Astorre said, “Really a 
lot of money. You know how that is, Franky.” 

“No, 1 don’t,” Franky said. 

“I figure it took a big price for two smart guys like you to 
take the contract on the Don,” Astorre said. “A million? Two 
million?” 

Stace said, “You have it all wrong. We had no part in that. 
We’re not that stupid.” 

Astorre said, “I know you’re the shooters. You have a rep for 
having big balls. And I checked you out. Now, what 1 want from 
you is the name of the broker.” 

"You’re wrong,” Stace said. “TTiere is no way you can pul 
that on us. And who the hell are you, anyway?” 

"I’m the Don's nephew,” Astone said. “His sweeper-upper. 
And I’ve been checking you two guys out for nearly six months. 
At the time of the shooting, you weren’t in L.A. You didn't 
show for over a week. Franky, you missed two games coaching 
the kids. Stace, you never dropped in to see how the store went. 
You never even called. So just tell me where you were.” 

“1 was in Vegas gambling,” Franky said. “And we could talk 
better if you look off some of these restraints. We're not fuck- 
ing Houdinis." 

Astorre gave him a sympathetic smile. “In a bit,” he said. 
“Stace, how about you?” 

“I was up with my girlfriend in Tahoe,” Stace said. “But who 
the hell can remember?" 

Astorre said, “Maybe I'll have better luek talking to you 
separately." 



omertA • 183 

Me left them and went down to the kitchen, where Moiuj 
h-d coffee ^v^iling for him. He told Monza to put the brethere 
into dilTcrent bedrooms and keep two guards with each man at 
all times. Aldo was working with a six-man team. 

•'Arc you sure you have the right fellows?" Monza said. 

•'1 think so: Asiorrc said. "If not them, it’s just their bad 
luck. I hate to ask you, Aldo, but you may have to help them 
talk." 

'■Well, they don't always talk," Monza said. “It’s hard to be- 
lieve, but people arc willful. And these two look very hard 
tome," 

•'1 just hate to go that low," Astorre said. 

He waited an hour before going up to the room where 
I'ranky was. Night had fallen, but reflected in the lamplight 
outside he could see sno'A-flakes swirling slowly down. He-found 
Iranky on the floor in full restraints. 

"It's very simple," Astorre said to him. “Give us the name of 
the broker, and you may get out of here alive.” 

I'ranky looked at him with haired. “I’ll never fucking tell you 
an) thing, you asshole. You got the wrong guys. And I’ll remem- 
ber your face and I'll remember Rosie.” 

•'Tliat's absolutely the wrong thing to say,” Astorre told him. 
"Were you fucking her, too?” Frank)' said. “You’re a pimp?” 
Astorre understood. I'ranky would never forgive the betrayal 
b\ Rosie. WTiat a frivolous response to a serious situation. 

"1 think you're being stupid,” Astorre said. “And you guj-s 
have a rep for being smart.” 

^ ^ "1 don't give a flying fuck what you think,” Franky said. 
. \ ou c.'.n t do anything if you have no proof.” 

Real!)? So I'm wasting my time with you.” Astorre ssi-: 

1 11 gn mil. with Stacc.” ~ 

AMorre went dow-n to the kitchen for more coffee he 
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went up to Stace. He pondered the fact that Franky could lool 
so confident and speak so brashly while under such stric 
constraints. Well, he would have to do better with Stace. Ht 
found the man propped up uncomfortably in bed. 

“Take his jacket off,” Astorre said. “But check his cuffs anc 
shackles,” 

“I figured it out,” Stace said to him calmly. “You know wc 
have a stash. I can arrange for you to pick it up and end this 
nonsense.” 

“I just had a talk with Franky,” Astorre said. “I was disap- 
pointed in him. You and your brother are supposed to be vciy 
smart guys. Now you talk to me about money, and you know 
this is about you hitting the Don.” 

“You have it wrong,” Stace said. 

Astorre said gently, “1 know you weren’t in San Francisco, 
and I know Franky wasn’t in Vegas, You are the only two free- 
lancers who had the balls to take the job. And the shooters were 
lefties like you and Franky. So all I want to know is, who was 
your broker?” 

“Why should I tell you?" Stace said. “I know the story is 
over. You guys didn't wear masks, you exposed Rosie, so you 
arc not going to let us out of here alive. No matter what you 
promise" 

Astorre sighed. “I won't try to con you. Tliat’s about it. But 
you have one thing you can bargain for. Easy or hard. I have a 
very Qualified Man with me, and I'm going to put him to work 
on Franky.” As he said this, Astorre felt a queasiness in his 
stomach. He remembered Aldo Monza working on Fissolini. 

“You re wasting your time.” Stace said. “Franky won’t talk.” 

“Maybe not,” Astorre said. “But he’ll be taken apart piece by 
piece, and each piece will be brought to you to check. I figure 
you to talk to save him from that. But why even start down that 
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road? And Stacc, why would you want to protect that broker. 
He was supposed to cover you, and he didn t. 

Stacc didn't answer. Then he said, “my don't you let 

Franky go?" 

Astorre said, “You know better than that, 

"How do you know I won't lie to you?” Stace said. 

“my the hell should you?” Astorre said, “mat do you 
gain? Stace, you can keep Franky' from going through some- 
thing really terrible. You have to see it clear.” 

"We were just the shooters, doing a job,” Stace said. “The 
guy higher is the one you want. NVhy can't you just let us go?" 

Astorre was patient. “Stace, you and your brother took the 
job of kilting a great man. Big price, big ego thing. Come on. It 
boosted you. You guys took your shot and lost, and now you 
have to pay or else the whole world is on a tilt. It has to be. Now, 
all you have is the choice, easy or hard. In an hour from now 
you can be looking at a very important piece of Franky’ on that 
table. Relieve me, 1 don’t want to do that, I really don’t.” 

Stace said, “How do 1 know you’re not full of shit?” 

Astorre said. “Think, Stace. Think how I set you up with 
Rosie. A lot of time and patience. Think, 1 got you to this place 
and have eight armed men, A lot of expenses and a lot of trou- 
ble. And just before Christmas Eve. I’m a very serious fellow, 
Stacc. you can see that. I’ll give you an hour to think it over. I 
promi'c if you talk, Franky will never know it’s coming.” 

Astonc went down to the kitchen again. Monza was waiting 
for him. ^ 

"So?" Monza said. 

■1 ilon-l Aslortc Mid. "Bui I have to be al Nicoles 
luMn-cK nvc ^ - 
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•CO' about taking it. Too big a hit. We look it because he said 
■c didn’t have to worry about the FBI and \vc didn t have to 
,oro abotit the police. Tliat it was a great big fix. He also told 
IS that the Don no longer had any juice connections. But he 
^■as obviously wrong on that. You're here. It was just too big a 
).'iyd:iy to turn down.” 

"That's a lot of info to give a guy you think is full of shit,” 
\storrc said. 

“I want to convince you I’m telling the truth,” Stace said. 
"I figured it out. The story is over. I don't want Franky to 
know it." 

“Don’t worry,” Aslorrc said. “I believe you.” 

He left the room and went down to the kitchen to give 
Monza his instructions. He wanted their ID’s, licenses, credit 
cards, cl cetera. He kept his word to Stace: Franky was to be 
shot in the back of the head without any warning. And Stace 
was also to be executed without pain. 

Astorre left to drive back to New York. The snow had turned 
to rain, and it rinsed the countryside of snow. 


It was rare that Monza disregarded an order, but as the execu- 
tioner he fell he had the right to protect himself and his men. 
There would be no guns. He would use rope. 

hirst he took four guards to help him strangle Stace. The 
man didn’t even try to resist. But with Franky it was different. 
I or twenty minutes he tried to twist away from the rope. For 

3 ternWe twenty minutes Franky Sturzo knew he was being 
' muidrrcd. 

Th.cn the two bodies were wrapped in blankets and carried 

' ’ , “s the rain changed back into snow. 

1 '•;> wtre dcjaositcd in the forest behind the house. A hole in a 
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very dense thicket was the hiding place, and they would not be 
discovered until spring, if ever. By that time the bodies would 
be so destroyed by nature that, Monza hoped, the cause of 
death could not be determined. 

But it %vas not only for this practical reason that Monza 
had disobeyed his chief. For like Don Aprile, he felt deeply that 
mercy could only come from God. He despised the idea of any 
kind of mercy for men who hired themselves out as killers 
of other men. It was presumptuous for one man to forgive 
another. That was the duty of God. For men to pretend such 
mercy was an idle pride and a lack of respect. He did not desire 
any such mercy for himself 



CHAPTER 9 


K urt cilke nELiEvno in the law, those rules man invented 
to live a peaceful life. He had always tried to avoid those 
compromises that undermine a fair society, and he fought with- 
out mercy against the enemies of the state. After twenty years 
of the struggle, he had lost a great deal of his faith. 

Only his wife lived up to his expectations. The politicians 
were liars, the rich merciless in their greed for power, the poor 
vicious. And then there were the bom con men, the swindlers, 
the brutes and murderers. The enforcers of the law were only 
slightly better, but he had believed with all his heart that the 
bureau was the best of all. 

Over the past year he’d had a recurring dream. In it he was a 
boy of twelve, and he had to take a crucial school exam that 
would last all day. When he left the house his mother was in 
tears, and in his dream he understood why. If he did not pass 
the exam, he would never sec her again. 

In the dream he understood murder had become so rampant 
that l.aws had been set up with the help of the psychiatric com- 
munity to develop a protocol of mental-health tests that could 
predict which twelve-year-olds would grow up to become mur- 
derers Those who failed the test simply vanished. For medical 
«rncc had proved that murderers killed for the pleasure of 
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Cilbs's rtSsdousHp ^th i uurnona Portells -wus ^ 
vjssrs dli li uafi btgtia "Kiicn PoiteHa murdered an 
a riSad raat. Cuke bad iramediatelj’ seen the possibr iti<> 
bad xaade arraagenjents for Portella to be an inforniant Ot 
blzSa in return for nonprosecution of the murder. Tlte t ' 
had approx’ed the plan, and the rest was history’. With P^t 
help, Cilke had crushed the New York Mafia but had hai 
turn a blind eye to Portella's operations, including his si'i 
\ision of the drug trade 

But Cilkc. with approval from the director, had plans to h) i 1 
Portella down again. Portella was determined to acqtntc the tt'' 
of the Aprilc banks to launder the drug money. But Don Al"’ 
had provctl obstinate At one fateful meeting Portella had its)'<'' 
Cilkc. “Will the FBI be survcilling Doit Aprilc when he attet'* 
his grandson’s contirinatioiv?" Cilkc niulerstood imnicdii'K' ! 
but he hesitated before he answered. Then he said slot'ly* 
guarantee that they will not be. Unt what about ibe NYl’H^ 
"That’s taken care of," Poitclla said, 

And Cilkc knew he would bo an mcoiuplico to muidoi. I** 
didn’t the Don dcsers'c it? He had boon a luililoss ciiiuldtil 
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of an entire floor, consisting of (wo interlocldng suites. One had 
a fully stocked kitchen, for Portella xvas a gifted amateur chcf.l 
oddly enough of Northern Italian cuisine, though his parents 
had been bom in Sicily. And he loved to cook. 

Tonight the girl was brought to his suite by the owner of the 
escort service, who stayed for a drink and then disappeared. 
Then Portella whipped up supper for two while they chatted 
and got acquainted. Her name tvas Janet. Portella cooked with 
quick efficiency. Tonight he made his specialty; veal Milanese, 
spaghetti in a sauce with Gruyere cheese, tiny roasted eggplants 
on the side, and a salad of greens with tomatoes. Dessert was an 
assortment of pastries from a famous French patisserie in the 
neighborhood. 

He served Janet svith a courtliness that belied his exterior, 
he was a large, hairy man with a huge head and coarse skin, but 
he always ate in shirt, tie, and jacket. Over dinner, he asked 
Janet questions about her life with concern unexpected in so 
bratal a man. He delighted to hear her talcs of misfortune, how 
she had been betrayed by her father, brothers, lovers, and the 
powerful men who led her into a sinful life through economic 
pressures and unwanted pregnancies so she could save her 
poverty-stricken family. He was amazed at the varieties of dis- 
honorable behavior displayed by his fellow men and mar\'eled 
at his own goodness with women. For he was extremely gener- 
ous with them, not only by giving them huge sums of money. 

After dinner he took the wine into the sitting room and 
showed Janet six boxes of jewelry; a gold watch, a ruby ring, 
diamond earrings, a jade necklace, a jeweled armband, and a 
perfect string of pearls. He told her she could choose one as 
1 gift. They were all worth a few thousand dollars — the girls 
vould usually have them appraised. 

Years ago one of his crews had hijacked a je%vclry truck, and 



omi^rtA • 193 

he hn(3 vkTirchouved the contents rnllicr than li;nx* them fenced, 
, Sn the frifts cost him nothing. 

Wiile Janet considered svhal she wanted, and finally chose 
the watch, lie drew her a bath, circfully testing the tempcnitun.'; 
of the water and providing her with his favorite perfumes and 
powders^ It seas only then, after she had relaxed, that they re- 
tired to f.Kd and had good normal sc,x. as any happily married 
couple would do. 

If he ssas particularly amorous, he might keep a girl tintil 
four or lisc in the morning, but he nescr svcnl to sleep while she 
was in his suite. Tliis night he dismissed Janet e.irlj 

He did it all for his health. He kness that he had a wild 
temper that could get him into trouble, Ihesc weekis sex trxsts 
calmed him down. Women in general had .1 ipuciing clTccl on 
him. and he proved the enic.ies of liis sirategs In going to his 
doctor r.crx' .‘>nturdny and hearing with s.itis(.ieiii)n that his 
blood pressure had returned to normal When he told this to 
his disctor. the man had only murmured. "\'cr> interesting." 
Poftclla svas \xrs' disappointed in him 
UiCfC ssus another adv.intagc to this arrangement. PortcIIa's 
btHiyguarils sverc isolated in front of th.c suite But the back 
door let! to the adjoining, suite xsith its entrance into a separate 
Iialivsay. and it was there that PortcIIa had meetings he did no: 
w ant his closest advisors to know about. For it is a scry da.eeer- 
ous business for a Mafia chief to meet in pnsatc ssith sr fT- 
special .agent. I le swsulJ be suspected as an informer, a.ed f 
might be suspcctcsl bs t.h; Bureau of being a bribe taler. 

It ssas Po.'icli.i who ‘urphexi the p.hcne number ■' " 

■- tappesl. names! (he sseaLmg.' wh.a wcu.’i cs-. r ;: --'r r-rur 
pvsinted to clues to mtleT murJeri,, and exr'-un:^' “ 
rackets ss\srl£\i .And it wa. Fer.eda wn- dd s 
th.ii the FBI c<';;'d .’■e: 'eaul'- -dr 
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Over the years they had developed a code for arranging 
meetings. Cilke had a key to the suite door in the opposite hall- - 
way so he could enter without being detected by Portella s 
bodyguards and wait in the minor suite. Portella would get rid 
of his girl, and their meeting would begin. On this particular 
night, Portella was waiting for Cilke. 

Cilke was always a little nervous at these meetings. He knew 
that not even Portella would dare harm an FBI agent, but the 
man had a temperament that verged on insanity. Cilke was 
armed, but to hide the identity of his informant he couldn’t 
bring bodyguards. 

Portella had a wineglass in his hand, and his first words of 
greeting were “What the fuck’s wrong now?” But he was smiling 
genially and gave Cilke a half hug. Portella’s massive belly was 
hidden in an elegant Chinese robe over white pajamas, 

Cilke refused a drink, sat on the sofa, and said calmly, “A few 
weeks ago, I went home after work and found my two dogs with 
their hearts cut out. I thought you might have a clue.” He 
watched Portella closely. 

Portclla’s surprise seemed genuine. He had been sitting in an 
armchair and seemed galvanized out of his seat. His face filled 
with rage. Cilke was not impressed; in his experience the guilty 
could react with the purest innocence. He said, “If you’re trying 
to warn me off something, why not tell me directly?” 

At this Portella said almost tearfully, “Kurt, you come here 
armed; I felt your gun. I am not armed. You could kill me and 
claim I resisted arrest. I trust you. I’ve deposited over a million 
dollars in your Cayman Island account. We’re partners. \Vhy 
would I pull such an old Sicilian trick? Somebody is trying to ' 
split us up. You have to sec that.” 

“Who?” Cilke said. 

Portella was thoughtful. “It can only be that Astorre kid. He 
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ha*c dclu'iions of prniulciir l'cc,iii‘-c lie po! inray from me oner. 
Cheek him out and meanwhile. I'll pnt n contract <'n him," 
Finally Cilke wa*; convinced. "OR." he viitl. "hut I think wr 
have to lx; very carcful. Don’t tindcrcetimalc this pu\." 

"Don't wony.” Portcll.i said. "Hey, did yiMi cat? I hme some 
veal and sp.iphctti, a salad attd some poml wine." 

Cilke latiphed. "1 l>clic\T you. Hut I have no lime for dinner." 
Ilic truth was he did not want to hrc.ik bread with a man he 
would .soon Ik sendinj! to prison. 


Astorre now had cnourh information to draw up a battle plan. 
He was convincal that the F'lU hatl a hand in the Don’s death 
And that Cilke was in charjtc of the oper.ition He now knew 
who the broker was. He knew ih.at ’rirnmona Portclla had pul 
out the contract. .And yet there remained some mysteries, ‘nie 
ambasvtdor. throuph Nicole, had ofTerexl to buy the banks with 
forcipn investors Cilke luul oflcred him a de.d to iKiray Portclla 
into a criminal situatitm. llicsc were disturbinp and daneenius 
variations He decides! to consult with Craxsi in Chicapo and to 
brinp Mr. Pryor with him. 

Asiorrc had airraily requcsteil that Mr Pryor s'omc is' 
.Amcris'a to run the Aprile banks Mr Pryor had asxTpicd the 
f'lTcr. and it was cstraordinary how quickl_\ he chanpesl from 
linplish fentlcmaii to .American liiuh-pviwcaxl cscvruloe Hs- 
wore .n hornburp instead of the bowler, he dinarded ho furk-d 
umbrell.i and carries! a foldcs! nrAsp.ipcr. and lie amsssi "iih 
his wife and t\so nephewx His wife chances! fro.m fee::'.*' 
rnairi'n to ,1 sleeker stsle of ilresv tjuilc in fa.'hior. Hi' O'o 
nepltew'. were Sicili.uu who spv'ke pe.''feci Ineh'.h arc I'cc 
slecrrcs in c.svountine nisih ssere dewls'd herters .'.."C kec; 
ih.rir huntme rear in the trunk of .i hmv'mrre, ere 
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the nephews drove. In fact, both of them served as Mr. Pryor’s 
bodyguards. 

T^e Pry'ors settled into an Upper West Side townhouse 
protected by security patrols from a private agency. Nicole, 
who had opposed the appointment, was soon charmed by Mr. 
Pryor, especially when he told her they were distant cousins. 
There was no doubt that Mr. Pryor had a certain fatherly 
charm with women; even Rosie had adored him. And there was 
no doubt he could run the banks — even Nicole was impressed 
by his knowledge of international banking. Just by trading 
currencies he had increased the profit margins. And Astorre 
knew that Mr. Pryor had been an intimate of Don Aprile. In- 
deed, it had been Pryor who had persuaded the Don to acquire 
the banks with an interlock run by Mr. Pryor in England and 
Italy. Mr. Pryor had described their relationship. 

‘i told your uncle,” Mr. Pryor said, “that banks can acquire 
more wealth with less risk than the business he was in. Those 
old-time enterprises are passe; the government is too strong and 
they are too focused on our pcopla It was time to get out. 
Banks arc the gateway to make money if you have the experi- 
ence, personnel, and political contacts. Without boasting, I can 
say I have the goodwill of the politicians of Italy with money. 
Everybody gets rich, and nobody gets hurt or winds up in jail. I 
could be a university professor teaching people how to get rich 
wthout breaking the law and resorting to violence. You just 
have to make certain the correct laws arc passed. After all, 
education is the key to a higher civilization." 

Mr. Pryor was being playful, yet he was somewhat in earnest. 
Astorre felt a deep rapport with him and gave him his absolute 
trust. Don Cra.xxi and Mr. Pryor were men he could rely on. 
Not orrly from friendship; Both of them earned a fortune from 
the ten banks the Don owned. 
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When Astorre and Mr. Pryor arrived nl Don Crax.xi’s home 
in Cliicapo, A‘;lorrc was surprised to see r*r\’or and Craxxi 
crnbnicc each other with prcat warmtli. They oliviously knew 
each other. 

Cnixxi provided a meal of fruit and cheese and chatted witli 
Mr. Pr>or while they ate. Astorre listened with intense curi- 
osity: he loved to hear old men tell stories. Craxxi and Mr. 
Pryor apreed that the old ways of doing business had been 
fniupht with peril, ‘‘nvcn.'body had high blood pressure, everx- 
body had heart problems." Craxxi said. “It was a terrible way to 
live. And the new element have no sense of honor. It's pood to 
sec them I'cinp wifsed out.” 

“Ah," Mr. Pryor said. “Hut we all had to start somewhere, 
l.ook at us now." 

All this talk made Astorre hesitate to bring up the busine.ss 
at hand. What the hell did these two old guys think they were 
doing now? Mr. Prsor chuckled at Astonv’s look. “Don’t 
worry, we are not yet saints w-c two. And this situation chal- 
lenges our own interest v So tell us what you need. We arc ready 
to do business." 

"1 need your advice, nothing operational.” Astorre said. 
"That's my job." 

Cr.ixxi s;\id, "If it is solely for vengeance, I would adxlseyou 
to go b.ick to your .singing. Hut 1 recognise, as I hope you do. 
that it is a m.stter of protecting your family from danger." 

"Hoth,’ said .Astorre. “F.ither reason xvould be sufnrieri. Er: 
nn uncle had me trr'.ined for just this situation. J can’t fir " 
(!oc\!, Mr, Pryor saul. “But rreognire ihis .ftrt: V' nn: 

.'ue dome is in jour n.aiu.re. Be c.ircfuJ about ih: rlsls *rr 
I^on’t be carried .way." 
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Don Craxxi asked mildly, “How can I help you?” 

"You were right about the Sturzo brothers,” Astorrc said. 
“They confessed to the hit, and they told me the broker was 
John Hcskow, a man I’ve never heard of. So now I have to go 
after him.” 

“And the Sturzo brothers?” Craxxi asked. 

“They are out of the picture.” 

The two old men were silent. Then Craxxi said, “Heskow I 
know. He has been a broker for twenty years. There arc wild 
rumors about how he brokered some political assassinations, 
but I don’t believe them. Now, whatever tactics you used to 
make the Sturzo brothers talk won’t work with Heskow. He is a 
great negotiator, and he will recognize that he has to bargain his 
\v&y out of death. He will know you must have information only 
he can give you.” 

“He has a son he adores,” Astorre said. “A basketball player, 
and he is Heskow’s life.” 

“That is an old card and he will trump it,” Mr. Pryor said, 
“by withholding information that is crucial and giving you 
information that is not crucial. You have to understand Hes- 
kow. He has bargained with death all his life. Find another 
approach.” 

“There arc a lot of things I want to know before 1 can go 
any further,” Astonc said. “Who was behind the killing, and 
most of all, why? Now, here’s my thought. It must be the banks. 
Somebody needs the banks.” 

“Heskow might know some of that,” Craxxi said. 

“It bothers me,” Astorre said, “that there was no police or 
FBI surveillance at the cathedral for the Confirmation. And the 
Sturzo brothers told me that they had been guaranteed there 
would be no survcillanca Can I believe that the police and the 
FBI had prior knowledge of the hit? Is that possible?" 
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“It ts,’’ Don Craxxi said. “And in that case you must be very 

srefuL Especially with Heskow.” 

Mr- Pryor said coolly, “Astorre, your primary goal is to save 
the banks and protect Don Aprile’s children. Vengeance is a 
minor goal that can be abandoned.” 

“I don't know-,” Astorre said, noncommittal now. “I’ll have to 
think about that” He gave both men a sincere smile. “But we’ll 
see hew it works out” 

The two old men did not believe him for a moment. In their 
lifetimes they' had known and recognized young fellows like 
Astorre- They saw him as a throwback to the great Mafia lead- 
ers of the early days, men they had not become themselves 
because of a certain lack of charisma and will possessed only 
by the great ones had: the men of respect who had dominated 
prcr.TOces, defied the rules of the state, and emerged triumphant. 
They recognized in Astorre that will, that charm, that single- 
mindedness that he himself was not aware of. Even his foolish- 
ness, his singing, his riding of horses were weaknesses that 
did not harm his destiny. They were merely youthful joys and 
showed his good heart. 

Astorre told them about the consul general, Marriano 
Rubio, and about Inzio Tulippa trying to buy the banks. About 
Cdkc trying to use him to trap Portella. The two old men 
listened carefully. 

“Send them to me the next time,” Mr. Prj'or said. “From my 

information Rubio is the financial manager of the world drug 
trade.” 


I won t sell, Astorre said. “The Don instructed me,” 

-Of course,- Cni«i ^id. -n.ey 

vour pnitcaion. He paused and then mm on. "La me Icll too 
' "■iofd 1 had an assoda,, a 
a cadi, s„eie,. He invifed sne 
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office building, in his private dining room. Afterward he took 
me on a tour and showed me these enormous rooms that held 
a thousand computer cubicles manned by young men and 
women. 

“He said to me, ‘That room earns me a billion dollars a year. 
There are nearly three hundred million people in this coun- 
try, and we are devoted to making them buy our products. We 
plan special lotteries, prizes, and bonuses, we make extravagant 
promises, all legally defined to make them spend their money 
for all our companies. And you know what is crucial? We must 
have banks who will supply these three hundred million people 
credit to spend money they don’t have.’ Banks are the name of 
the game, you must have banks on your side.” 

“That’s true,” Mr. Pryor said. “And both sides profit. Though 
interest rates are high, those debts spur people on, make them 
achieve more” 

Aslorre laughed. “I’m glad that keeping the banks is smart. 
But it doesn't matter. The Don told me not to sell. That’s 
enough for me And that they killed him makes a difTcrence.” 

Craxxi said to Astorre very firmly, “You cannot do harm to 
that man Cilke. The government is now too strong to take such 
ultimate action against. But I agree he is a danger of some kind. 
You must be clever.” 

“Your next step is Heskow,” Pryor said, “He is crucial, but 
again you have to be careful. Remember, you can call on Don 
Craxxi for help and I myself have resources. We are not fully 
retired. And we have an interest in the banks— not to mention 
our aficction for Don Aprile, rest in peace.” 

“OK.,’ Astorre said. “After 1 see Heskow, we can meet 
again.” 
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Astorrc was acutely aware of his dangerous position. He knew 
' that his successes were sniall, despite his punishment of the 
assassins. They were only a thread pulled out of the mystery of 
of Don Aprile’s murder. But he relied on the infallible paranoia 
drilled into him during his years of training in Sicily’s endless 
treacheries. He had to be especially careful now. Heskow seemed 
like an easy target, but he could also be booby-trapped. 

One thing surprised him. He had thought himself happy in 
his life as a small businessman and amateur singer, but now he 
felt an elation that he had never experienced before. A feeling 
that he was back in a world in which he belonged. And that he 
had a mission. To protect the children of Don Aprile, to avenge 
the death of a man he had loved. He simply had to crack the 
will of the enemy. Aldo Monza had brought back ten good men 
from his village in Sicily. At Astorre’s instructions he had in- 
sured the livelihood of their families for life, no matter what 
happened to them. 

“Do not count on the gratitude of deeds done for people in 
the past,” he remembered the Don lecturing him. “You must 
make them grateful for things you will do for them in the 
future.” The banks were the future for the Aprile family, 
Astorre, and his growing army of men. It was a future worth 
fighting for, no matter the cost. 

Don Craxxi had supplied him with another six men he 
absolutely vouched for. And Astorre had turned his home into 
a fortress with these men and the latest security detection 
dcrices. He had also set up a safe house to disappear to, if the 
authorities wanted to grab him for whatever reason. 

He did not use close bodyguards. Instead, he relied on his 

own quickness and used his guards as advance scouts on the 
routes he would take. 

He would let Heskow sit for a time. Astorre wnndPr.H 
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Cilkc's reputation as an honoraWc man. as even Don Aprilc 
had so described him. 

“There are honorable men who spend all their lives prejvtrinp 
for a supreme act of treachcr\'," Pr\’or had <yiid to him. Ihit 
despite all this, Astone felt confident. All he would have to do 
was to st.ay aliw as the puwle pieces fit topcthcr. 

Tlic real test would come faun men like llcskow, Portella, 
Tulippa. and Cilke. He wmiUl personally h.axe to gel his hands 
bloody once again. 


It took a month for Astorre to figure out exactly liow to handle 
John Heskow, The man would lie formidable, tricky, easy to kill 
but dinicutt to cxtnict infonnation from. Using his .son as lever* 
age was too dangerous it would fotec Heskow to plot against 
him while pretending to coopemte. I Ic dccidetl that he wiuild 
not let Heskow know that the Stur/o brothers had told him 
Heskow was the ifriver on the hit. That might scare him ton 
much. 

Meanwhile, he amassed the ncccssar)’ information on lies- 
kow s daily habits. It seemed he was a temperate man whose 
primaiy love was growing (lowers and selling them wholesale to 
florists and even personally from a roadside stand in the 1 lamp- 
tons. His only indulgence was attending the haskcthall games of 
his son s team, and he followal Villanova’s haskclball schedule 
religiously. 


One Saturday night in January Heskow was going to tlic 
Villanova-Tcmplc game at Madison Square Garden in Ntav 
York. Wlicn he left his hou.se he buttoned it up witli his sophis- 
ticated alarm system. He vvsis nhvays careful in tlie everyday 
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details of life, al^.'ays confident that he had made provisions 
for every possible accident. And it was that confidence Astorre 
wanted to shatter at the ver>’ beginning of their interview. 

John Heskow drove into the city and had a solitary dinner at 
a Chinese restaurant near the Garden. He always ate Chinese 
when he went out because it was the one thing he could not 
cook better at home. He liked the silver covers over each dish 
as if it contained some delightful surprise. He liked Chinese 
people. They minded their own business, didn’t make small talk 
or show obsequious familiarity. And never, ever, had he found a 
mistake in his bill, which he always checked carefully because 
he ordered numerous dishes. 

Tonight he went all out. He was particularly fond of Peking 
duck and crajhsh and Cantonese lobster sauce. There was a 
special white fried rice and of course a few fried dumplings and 
spic)’ sparcribs. He finished off with green-tea ice cream, an 
acquired taste, but one that showed he was a gourmet of East- 
ern food. 

When he arrived at the Garden, the arena was only half full, 
though Temple had a high-ranked team. Heskow took his 
choice seat, provided by his son, near the floor and middle of 
the court. This made him proud of Jocko. 

The game was not exciting. Temple crushed Villanova, but 
Jocko was the high scorer in the game. Aftenvard Heskow went 
back to the locker room. 


His son greeted him with a hug. “Hey, Dad, I’m glad you 
came. You want to come out and eat with us?” 

Heskow was enormously gratified. His son was a true gentle- 
man. Of course these kids didn’t w-ant an old geezer like him 
around on their night out in the city. They wanted to get drunk 
have some laughs, and maybe get laid. ' 

"ThankC Hetav aid. T had dinner, and I have a 
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long drive home. You played great tonight. I’m proud of you. 
Now go out and have a good time.” He gave his son a farewell 
kiss and wondered how he had gotten so lucky’. Well, his son 
had a good mother, though she’d been a lousy wfc. 

It took Heskow only an hour to drive home to Brighriraters— 
the Long Island parkways were almost deserted at this hour. He 
was tired when he got there, but before going into the house he 
checked the flower sheds to make sure the temperature and 
moisture were OK. 

In the moonlight reflected though the glass roof of the shed, 
the flowers had a wild, nightmarish beauty, the red almost 
black, the whites a ghostly vaporish halo. He loved looking at 
them, especially just before he went to sleep. 

He walked the gravel driveway to his house and unlocked the 
door. Once inside he quickly pushed the numbers on the panel 
that would keep the alarm from going ofT, then went into the 
living room. 

His heart took a giant leap. T%vo men stood waiting for him; 
he recognized Astorre, He knew enough about death to recog- 
nize it at a glance. These were the messengers. 

But he reacted with the perfect defense mechanism. “How 
the fuck did you two guys gel in here, and what the hell do you 
want?” 

“Don't panic," Astorre said. He introduced himself, adding 
that he was the nephew of the deceased Don Aprila 

Heskow made himself gel calm. He had been in light spots 
before, and after the first rush of adrenaline, he had always 
been OK. He sat down on the sofa so that his hand was on the 
wooden armrest and reached for his hidden gun. “So what do 
you want?” 

Astorre had an amused smiled on his face, which irritated 
Heskow, who had meant to wait for the right moment. Now he 
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nipped open the armrest and reached for the gun. The hollow 
was empty. 

At that moment three cars appeared in the driveway, head- 
lights flashing into the room. Two more men entered the house. 

Astorre said plcasantlj', “I didn’t underestimate you, John. 
We searched the house. We found the gun in the coffeepot, an- 
other taped underneath your bed, another in that fake letter- 
box, and the one in the bathroom taped behind the bowl. Did 
we miss any?” 

Heskow didn’t answer. His heart had started pounding again. 
He could feci it in his throat. 

“What the hell are you growing in those flower sheds?” As- 
torre asked, laughing. “Diamonds, hemp, coke, what? I thought 
you’d never come in. By the way, that’s a lot of firepower for 
someone who grows azaleas.” 

“Stop jerking me around,” Heskow said quietly. 

Astorre sat down in the chair opposite Heskow and then 
tossed two wallets — Gucci, one gold, one browm — on the coffee 
table between them. “Take a look,” he said. 

Heskow reached over and opened them. The first thing he 
saw was the Sturzo brothers’ driving licenses with their lami- 
nated photos. The bile in his throat was so sour he almost 
vomited. 

“They gave you up,” Astorre said. “That you were the broker 
on Don Aprile’s hit. They also said you guaranteed there would 
be no HYPD or FBI surveillance at the church ceremony.” 

Heskow processed everything that had happened. They hadn’t 
just killed him, though the Sturzo brothers were certainly dead. 
He felt one tiny pang of disappointment for that betrayal. But 
Astorre didn’t seem to know he had been the driver. There was 
a negotiation here, the most important of his life. 

Heskow shrugged. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
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Aldo Monza had been listening alertly, keeping a dose eye 
on Heskow. Now he went into the kitchen and came back with 
two cups of black coffee, handing one to Astorre and one to 
Heskow. He said, “Hey, you got Italian coffee — great.” Heskow 
gave him a contemptuous look. 

Astorre drank his coffee and then said to Heskow, slowly, 
deliberately, “I hear you’re a very intelligent man, that that’s the 
only reason you’re not dead. So listen to me and really think. 
I’m Don Aprilc’s cleanup man. I have all the resources he had 
before he retired. You knew him, you know what that means 
You would never have dared to be the broker if he wasn’t 
retired. Right?” 

Heskow didn’t say anything. Just kept watching Astorre, 
trying to judge him. 

“The Sturzos are dead,” Astorre continued. “You can join 
them. But 1 have a proposition, and you have to be very alert 
here. In the next thirty minutes you will have to convince me 
you’re on my side, that you will act as my agent. If you don’t, 
you will be buried beneath your flowers in the shed. Now let me 
tell you belter ne\vs I will never involve your son in this affair. I 
don’t do that, and besides, such action would make you my 
enemy and ready to betray me. But you must realize that I am 
the one who keeps your son alive. My enemies want me dead. If 
they succeed, my friends will not spare your son. His fate rests 
on mine." 

“So what do you want?” Heskow asked. 

“I need information.” Astorre said. “So you talk. If I’m stitis- 
fled, we ha\’c a deal. If I’m not, you’re dead. So your immediate 
problem is staying alive tonight. Begin.” 

Heskow did not speak for at least five minutes. First he evalu- 
ated Astorre — such a nice-looking guy, not brutal or terroriz- 
ing. But the Sturzo brothers were dead. Then the breaking 
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through the security of his house and the finding of the gun^ 
Most ominous was Astorre waiting for him to reach for the 
nonexistent gun. So this w-as not a blulT, and certamfy not a 
bluff he could call. Finally Heskow drank his coffee and made 
his decision, with reservations. 

“1 have to go with you,” he said to Astorre. “I have to trust 
you to do the right thing. The man who hired me to broker the 
deal and gave me the money is Timmona Portella. The NYPD 
nonsurx'cillance I bought. I was Timmona s bagman and gmo 
the NYPD chief of detectives, Di Benedetto, fifty grand and 
his deputy, Aspinella Washington, twenty-five. As for the FBI 
guarantee, Portella gave it to me. I insisted on credentials, and 
he told me he had this guy, Cilke, New York Bureau chief, in his 
pocket. It was Cilke who gave the OK for the hit on the Don.” 

“You worked for Portella before?” 

"Oh, yeah,” Heskow said. “He runs the drugs in New- York, 
so he has a lot of hits for me. None in the league of the Don. I 
ncs’er did get the connection. That’s it.” 

“Good,” Astorre said. His face was sincere. “Now I want 
you to be careful. For your own good. Is there anything more 
you can tell me?” 


And suddenly Heskow knew he was seconds from death. 
That he had not done the job of convincing Astorre. He trusted 
his instincts. He gave Astorre a weak smile. “One more thing,” 
he added, very slowly. “I have a contract with PorteUa right 
now. On you. I’m going to pay the two detectives a half million 

to knock you off. They come to arrest you, you resist arrest, and 
they shoot you.” 


Astorre seemed a little bemused. “Why so complicated and 
c-x^nsue? he said. “Why not hire a straight hit man’” 

P"' 5'““ “Sher Uum that 
"" "" “ ^'raighl hit „oald draw too much atten- 
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Mr. Pryor’s nephews, Erice and Roberto, were lean and 
athletic, expert in firearms, and they clearly adored their lincla 
TTicy also seemed to know Astorre’s historj’ in Sicily and 
treated him with enormous respect, performing the smallest 
personal services for him. They carried his luggage to the plana 
They poured his wine at dinner, brushing him off with their 
napkins; they paid his tips and opened doors, making it plain 
they regarded him as a great man. Astorre good-humoredly 
tried to put them at ease, but they would never descend to 
familiarity. 

The men guarding Don Craxxi were not so polite. They were 
courteous but rigid, steady men in their fifties, completely 
focused on their job. And they were all armed. 

Tliat evening when Don Craxxi, Mr. Pryor, and Astorre had 
finished dinner and were eating fruit for their dessert, Astorre 
said to the Don. “Why all the security?” 

“Just a precaution," his host answered calmly, ‘i’ve heard 
some disturbing news. An old enemy of mina Inzio Tulippa, 
has arrived in America. He is a very intemperate man and very 
greedy, so it is always best to be prepared. He comes to meet 
with our Timmona Portclla. They whack up their drug profits 
and whack out their enemies. It is best to be ready. But now. 
what is on your mind, my dear Astorre?” 

Astorre told them both the information he had learned and 
how he had turned Heskow. He told them about Portclla ana 
Cilke and the two detectives. 


“Now I have to go operational," he said. “I need an 
sives guy and at least ten more good men. I know yna -■ 
supply them, that you can call on the Don's c'd fnen- 
carcfully skinned the greenish yellow pear he ati-* - 
undcrst.ind how dangerous this will be and^ 
too closely involved." 
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“Nonsense,” Mr. Pryor said impatiently. “We owe our destiny 
to Don Aprile. Of course we will help. But remember, this is not 
vengeance. It is self-defense. So you cannot harm Cilke. The 
federal government will make our lives too hard.” 

“But that man must be neutralized,” Don Craxxi said. “He 
will always be a danger. However, consider this. Sell the banks 
and everybody will be happy.” 

“Everybody except me and my cousins,” Astorre said. 

“It is something to consider,” Mr. Pryor said. “I’m willing to 
sacrifice my share in the banks with Don Craxxi, though I 
know it will grow to be an enormous fortune. But certainly 
there is something to be said for a peaceful life.” 

“I’m not selling the banks,” Astorre said. “Tliey killed my 
uncle and they have to pay the price, not achieve their purpose. 
And I can’t live in a world where my place is granted by their 
mercy. The Don taught me that.” 

Astorre was surprised that Don Craxxi and Mr. Pryor looked 
relieved by his decision. They tried to hide little smiles. He real- 
ized that these two old men, powerful as they were, held him in 
respect, saw in him what they themselves could never acquire. 

Craxxi said, “We know our duty to Don Aprile, may he rest 
in peace. And we know our duty to you. But one note of 
prudence; If you are too rash, and something happens to you, 
we will be forced to sell the banks.” 

“Yes,” Mr. Pryor said. “Be prudent.” 

Astorre laughed. “Don't worry. If I go down, there will be 
nobody left,” 

They ate their pears and peaches. Don Craxxi seemed to be 
lost in thought. Then he said, “Tulippa is the top drug man in 
the world. Portella is his American partner. They must want the 
banks to launder the drug money.” 

“Then how does Cilke fit in?” Astorre asked. 



omertA • 21 I 


“I don’t know,” Craxxi said. “But stiU, you cannot attack 
Cilke.” 

“That would be a disaster,” Mr. Pr^'or said. 

“I’ll remember that,” Astorte said. 

But if Cilke was guilty, what could he do? 


Detective Aspinella Washington made sure her eight-year- 
old daughter ate a good supper did her homework, and said 
her prayers before putting her to bed. She adored the girl and 
had banished her father from her life a long time ago. The 
baby-sitter, the teenage daughter of a uniformed cop, arrived at 
8;oo P.M. Aspinella instructed her on the child’s medications 
and said she would be back before midnight. 

Soon the lobby buzzer rang and Aspinella ran down the 
stairs and out into the street. She never used the elevator. Paul 
Di Benedetto was waiting in his unmarked tan Chevrolet. She 
hopped in and strapped on her seat belt. He was a lousy night 
driver. 




Di Benedetto was smoking a long cigar, so Aspinella opened 
her window. “It’s about an hour’s ride,” he said. “We have to 
think it over.” He knew it was a big step for both of them. It was 
one thing to take bribes and drug money; it was another to 
perform a hit. 


“What’s to think over?” AspineUa asked. “We get a half mil 

to knock off a guy who should be on death row. You know what 
1 can do with a quarter mil?” 


“No.” Di Benedetto said. “But I know what I 
super condo in Miami when I retire. Remember 
have to li\-c with this,” ’ 


can do. Buy a 
we’re going to 


“Taking drug payoffs is already 
“Fuck ’em all.” 


over the line,” Aspinella said. 
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“Yeah,” Di Benedetto said. “Let’s just make sure that this 
guy Heskow has the money tonight, that he's not just jerking us 
ofr.” 

“He’s always been reliable,” Aspinclla said. “He’s my Santa 
Claus. And if he doesn’t have a big sack to give us, he’ll be a 
dead Santa.” 

Di Benedetto laughed. “That’s my girl. You been keeping 
track of this Astorre guy so we can get rid of him right away?” 

“Yeah. I’ve had him under surveillance. I know just the spot 
to pick him up — his macaroni warehouse. Most nights he 
works late.” 

“You got the throwaway to plant on him?” Di Benedetto 
asked. 

“Of course,” Aspinclla said. “I wouldn’t give shit to a shield 
if he didn’t carry a throwaway.” 

They drove in silence for ten minutes. Then Di Benedetto 
said in a deliberately calm, emotionless voice, “Who’s going to 
be the shooter?” 

Aspinclla gave him an amused look. “Paul," she said, “you’ve 
been behind the desk for the last ten years. You’ve seen more 
tomato sauce than blood. I’ll shoot.” She could see that he 
looked relieved. Men — they were fucking useless. 

They fell silent again as both were lost in thought about what 
had brought them to this point in their lives. Di Benedetto had 
joined the force as a young man, over thirty years ago. His 
corruption had been gradual but inevitable. He had started 
out with delusions of grandeur — he would be respected and 
admired for risking his life to protect others. But the years wore 
this away. At first it was the little bribes from the street vendors 
and small shops. Then testifying falsely to get a guy to beat a 
felony rap. It seemed a small step to accepting money from 
higlt-ranking drug dealers^ Then finally from Heskow, who, it 
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R-as dear, acted for Timmona Portella, the biggest Mafia 
left in New York. 

Of course, there w-as always a good excuse. The r-^f ~ 
itself anything. He saw the higher-ranking officers — 
on drug-bribe money, and the lower ranks ^ 

corrupt. And after all, he had three kids to seed rr cries: cr: 


most of all it was the ingratitude of the peerd re erreseer 
Civil-liberty groups protesting police bratarr. r *— racreaa 
black mugger around. The news media srfrrra cr ±e rrcce 
department every chance they got. Gtizsir rerra c'— 
getting fired after years of service, dsprr-ec rf ±er 


cven going to jail. He himself had occe fesc f— 
discipline on the charge that he singled cc: rdek err^a.' 

he knew he wasn’t racially prejudiced. 7, a: - k:; ^ 

criminals in New York were blacl^ Vre?* 


..w ..w naoii K prcjuaicec. VrSC ^ 

criminals in New York were black? ■? 5 r* 

do— give them a license to steal, as ggrr-g *- " 
promoted black cops. He had been It 

department, giving her the promotion she’d .U’ 
mg the same black criminals. And you 
racism. In a nutshell, sodety crapped 

Unless of couK ,hcy “ f' '*!' 

Then came the tide of bullshit. The fi i " l ‘ 

1>= an honest cop. And ya~m yal’Z'' 

» oold come to murder. But after aU i, " 

"ns no risk; them ms a hell of a hi *“ "« 

"ns a killer. Still ' Mil llie Well,,, 

n passion and relentless,e» ' n '•'«I«'-W 
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years and for a few months her lover — not bad, just a clumsy 
bear who used sex as part of a hibemational impulse. 

But her corruption had really started her first day on the job 
after being promoted to detective. In the station-house rcc 
room an overbearing white cop named Gangce had jollied her 
in a good-natured way. “Hey, Aspinella,” he said, “with your 
pussy and my muscle, we’ll wipe out crime in the civilized 
world.” The cops, including some blacks, laughed. 

Aspinella looked at him coldly and said, “You’ll never be my 
partner. A man who insults a woman is a small-dick coward.” 

Gangee tried to keep it on a friendly basis. “My small dick 
can stop up your pussy anytime you want to try. I want to 
change my luck anyhow.” 

Aspinella turned her cold face to him. “Black is better than 
yellow,’ she said. “Go whack off, you dumb piece of shit.” 

The room seemed frozen with surprise. Now she had Gangee 
blushing red. Such virulent contempt was not permitted with- 
out a fight. He started toward her, his huge body clearing space. 

Aspinella was dressed for duly. She drew her gun, not point- 
ing It. “Try and I’ll blow your balls off,” she said, and in that 
room there was no doubt in anyone’s mind that she would pull 
the trigger. Gangee halted and shook his head with disgust. 

The incident, of course, wras reported. It was a serious ofiense 
on Aspinclla’s part. But Di Benedetto was shrewd enough to 
know that a departmental trial would be a political disaster for 
the NYPD. He quashed the whole thing and was so impressed 
by Aspinella that he put her on his personal staff and became 
her mentor. 

VVliat had affected Aspinella more than anything else was 
that there had been at least four black cops in the room and not 
one of them had defended her. Indeed, they had laughed at the 
white cop’s jokes. Gender loyalty was stronger than racial 
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. He; carar, ate tal, establish he; as the best cop m the 
dmtion. She « pithless vnth drag dealm. 
lobbcis. She shewed them no meicil, black ot white. She s 
to, she beat them, she humiliated them. Charges were made 
againslte but could never be substantiated, and her record for 
TOlor spoke for her. But ibe charges aroused her rage against 
society itself. How did they dare question her when she pro- 
tected them from the worst scum in the city*? Di Benedetto 


backed her all the way. 

There had been one tricky situation when she shot dead 
two teenage muggers as they tried to rob her on a bristly lit 
Harlem street right outside her apartment. One boy punched 
her in the face, and the other grabbed her purse. Aspinella drew 
her gun and the boys froze. Quite deliberately, she shot them 
both. Not only for the punch in the face, but to send a message 
not to try mugging in her neighborhood. Civil-liberties groups 
organized a protest, but the department ruled that she had used 
justifiable force. She knew she had been guilty on that one. 

It was Di Benedetto who talked her into taldng her first bribe 
on a very important drug deal. He spoke like a loving uncle. 
"Aspinella,” he said, “a cop today doesn’t worry much about 
bullets. That’s part of the deal. He has to worry about the civil- 


libcrtics groups, the citizens and the criminals who sue for 
damages. The political bosses in the department, who will put 
you in jail to get voles. Especially somebody like you. You’re a 
natural victim, so are you going to wind up like those otfc- 
poor dopes in the street who get raped, robbed, murdered^ (> 
are you going to protect yourself? Get in on this. You’H ^ 
more prmection from the wheels in the department .to S 

a1rca.dyboughUnfiveorsix years you can retire withai^^^^^ 
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some mugger’s hair,” 

So she had given way. And little by little she enjoyed socking ^ 
the bribe money into disguised bank accounts. Not that she let 
up on the criminals. 

But this stuff was different. This was a conspiracy to commit 
murder, and yes, this Astorre was a Mafia big shot who would 
be a pleasure to take out. In a funny way, she would be doing 
her job. But the final argument was that it had so little risk and 
such a big payoff. A quarter mil. 

Di Benedetto drove off the Southern State Parkway and a 
few minutes later rolled into the parking lot of a small two- 
story mall. All of the dozen or so shops were closed, even the 
pizza joint, which displayed a bright red neon sign in its 
window. They got out of the car. “That’s the first time I’ve seen 
a pizza joint closed so early,” Di Benedetto said. It %vas only 
lo.oo P.M. 

He led Aspinclla to a side door of the pizza joint. It was 
unlocked. They climbed up a dozen stairs to a landing. There 
was a suite of two rooms to the left and a room to the right. He 
made a motion, and Aspinclla checked the suite on the left 
while he stood guard. Then they went to the room on the right. 
Heskow was waiting for them. 

He was sitting at the end of a long wooden table w'ith four 
rickety wooden chairs around it. On the table was a duffel bag 
the size of a punching bag, and it seemed to be stuffed full. Hes- 
kow shook Di Benedetto’s hand and nodded to Aspinclla. She 
thought she had never seen a while man looking so white. His 
face and even his neck were drained of color. 

The room had only a dim bulb and no windows. They sal . 
around the table, Di Benedetto reached out and patted the bag. 
“It’s all there?’’ he asked. 

"Sure is.” Heskow said shakily. Well, a man carrying S500.000 
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in a dufTel bag had a right to be nervous, Aspmella thought. But 
*stili, she scanned the room to see if it was wired. 

“Let’s have a peek,” Di Benedetto said. 

Hcskow untied the cord around the neck of the duffel bag 
and half dumped it out. About twenty packets of bills bound 
by rubber bands tumbled onto the table. Most of the packages 
were hundreds, no fifties, and two packets were twenties. 

Di Benedetto sighed. “Fucking twenties,” he said. “OK, put 
them back.” 

Heskow stuffed the packets back into the bag and retied 
the cord. “My client requests that it be as quick as possible,” 
he said. 

“Inside two weeks,” Di Benedetto said. 

"Good,” Heskow said. 

Aspinella lifted the duffel bag onto her shoulder. It wasn’t 
that heasy, she thought. A half rail wasn’t that heavy. 

She saw Di Benedetto shake hands with Heskow and felt a 
wary impatience. She wanted to get the hell out of there. She 
started down the stairs, the bag balanced on her shoulder; held 
with one hand, her other hand free to draw her gun. She heard 
Di Benedetto following her. 

Then they were out in the cool night. They were both drip- 
ping with sweat. 

“Pul the bag in the trunk,” Di Benedetto said. He got fcto 
the driver s seat and lit up a cigar. Aspinella canre arrtrai 
got in. 

"WTierc do wc go to split it up?” Di Eenecet:.-; a'lbd 
“Not my place. I have a baby-sitter.” 

“Not mine," Di Benedetto said. “I ha:* = -• - - , 

about wc rent a motel roomr 

Aspinella grimaced, and Di - 

office. We'll lock the door.” Thr- V’ - 
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just one more time. Make sure it’s locked tight.” 

Aspinella didn’t argue. She got out, opened the trunk, and , 
pulled out the duffel bag. At that moment Paul turned on the 
ignition. 

The explosion sent a shower of glass over the mall. It was 
raining glass. The car itself seemed to float in the air and came 
dosvn in a hail of metal that destroyed Paul Di Benedetto’s 
body. Aspinella Washington was blown almost ten feet asvay, an 
arm and leg broken, but it was the pain from her tom-out eye 
that rendered her unconscious. 

Heskow, exiting in the rear of the pizza shop, felt the air press 
his body against the building. Then he jumped into his car and 
twenty minutes later was in his home in Brightwaters. He made 
himself a quick drink and checked the two packets of hundred- 
dollar bills he had taken out of the duffel bag. Forty grand— a 
nice little bonus. He’d give his kid a couple of grand for spend- 
ing money. No, a grand. And sock the rest away. 

He watched the late TV news that reported the explosion as a 
breaking story. One detective killed, the other badly hurt. And 
at the scene, a duffel bag with a huge amount of money. The TV 
anchor didn’t say how much. 


When Aspinella Washington regained consciousness in the 
hospital two days later, she was not surprised to be closely ques- 
tioned about the money and why it was just forty grand shy of 
a half million. She denied she had any knowledge of the money. 
They questioned her about what a chief of detectives and an 
assistant chief were doing out together. She refused to answer 
on the grounds that it was a personal matter. But she was angry 
that they questioned her so relentlessly when she was obviously 
in such grave condition. The department didn’t give a shit 
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about her. They did not honor her record of achievement. But 
A ended okay. The department didn’t pursue her and set it up so 
that the investigation of the money came to nothing. 

It took another week of convalescence for Aspinella to figure 
things out. They had been set up. And the only guy who could 
have set them up was Heskow. And the fact that there was fbeur 
grand missing from the payoff meant the greedy pig couVdu'-: 
resist grafting his own people. Well, she would get reruu sis 
thought, and then she would meet with Heskow cute 



CHAPTER 10 


A storre was now very careful of his movements. Not 
only to avoid a hit but also not to allow himself^o be 
arrested for any reason. He kept close to his heavily guarded 
home with its five-man round-the-clock security teams. He had 
sensors planted in the woods and grounds around the house 
and infrared lights for night surveillanca When he ventured 
out, it was with six bodyguards in three two-man teams. He 
sometimes traveled alone, counting on stealth and surprise and 
a confidence in his own powers if he should meet only one of 
two assassins. The blowing up of the two detectives had been 
necessary, but it generated a lot of heat. And when Aspinclla 
N\ashington recovered she would figure out it was Heskow who 
had betrayed her. And if Heskow spilled, she would come after 
Astorre himself. 

But by now he knew the enormity of his problem. He knew 
all the men guilty of the Don’s death and the serious prob- 
lems before him. There was Kurt Cilke, essentially untouchable: 
Timmona Portclla, who ordered the murder, as well as Inzio 
Tuhppa, Grazziella, and the consul general of Peru. The only ' 
ones he had succeeded in punishing were the Sturzo brothers, 
and they had been mere pawns. 

All the information had come from John Heskow, Mr. Pryor, 
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Don Craxxi, and Octavius Bianco iu Sicily. If possible, he had 
(0 get all his enemies in one place at the same Ume. To pick 
them off singly would surely be impossible. And Mr. Pryor and 
Craxxi had already warned him he could not touch Cvlke. 

And then there was the Consul General of Peru, Mamano 
Rubio, Nicole’s companion. What was the extent of her loyulty 
to him? What had she blotted out in the Don’s FBI file that she 
did not want Astorre to see? What was she hiding from him? 

In his spare moments, Astorre dreamed of the women he 
had loved. First there had been Nicole, so young and so willful, 
her small, delicate body so passionate that she had forced him 
into loving her. And now how changed she was, her passion ab- 
sorbed by politics and her career. 

He remembered Buji in Sicily, not exactly a call girl, but very 
close and yet with an impulsive goodness that could easily turn 
into rage. He remembered her gorgeous bed, in the soft Sicilian 


nights, when they swam and ate olives out of oil-filled barrels. 
Most fondly of all he remembered that she never lied; she was 
completely frank about her life, her other men. And her loyalty 
when he had been shot, how she had dragged him out of the 
sea, the blood from his throat staining her body. Then her gift 
of the golden collar Mth its pendant to hide the ugly wound. 

Then he thought of Rosie, his treacherous Rosie, so sweet, so 
beautiful, so sentimental, who always claimed she truly loved 
him while betraying him. Yet she could always make him feel 
happy when he was mth her. He had wanted to break dorvn his 
feeling for her by using her against the Sturzo brother, and be 

had been suirrised that she relished the role, an adjustment to 
her makc-bcheve life 

fc 

“’f". OM-Selte. What aapidily. He had M 
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didn’t believe, about the pricelessness of every human soul. Yet 
he could not forget her. How the hell had she married a guy like ^ 
Kurt Cilke? 


On some nights Astorre drove to Rosie’s neighborhood and 
called her on his car phone. She was always free, which sur- 
prised him, but she explained that she was too busy studying to 
go out. "Which suited him perfectly, since he was too cautious to 
eat in a restaurant or take her to a movie. Instead he stopped at 
Zubar’s on the East Side and brought in delicacies that made 
Rosie smile with delight. Meanwhile Monza waited in the car 
outside. 

Rosie would lay out the food and open a bottle of wine. As 
they ate she put her tegs in his lap in a comradely way, and her 
face glowed with happiness at being with him. She seemed to 
welcome his every word with a pleased smile. That was her gift, 
d Astorre knew that she was that way with all her men. But it 
dn’t matter. 

' And then when they went to bed she was passionate but also 
very sweet and clinging. She touched his face all over and kissed 
him and said, “We're really soul mates.” And those words 
would send a chill through Astorre. He didn’t want her to be a 
soul mate with a man like himself. He yearned for classic virtue 
at these times, yet he couldn’t stop himself from seeing her. 

He’d stay for five or six hours. At three in the morning he 
would leave. Sometimes when she was asleep he would gaze 
down at her and see in the relaxation of her facial muscles a sad 
vulnerability and struggle, as if the demons she held in her 
innermost soul were fighting to get free. 

One night he left early from a visit with Rosie. ^Vhen he got 
into the waiting car, Monza told him there was an urgent 
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message to call a Mr. Juice. This was a code name that he and 
’■ Heskow used, so he immediately picked up the car phone. 

Heskow’s voice was urgent. “I can’t talk on the wire. We have 
to meet right away.” 

“ Wlierc?” Astorre said. 

“I’ll be standing right outside Madison Square Garden,” 
Heskow said. "Pick me up on the fly. In one hour.” 

When Astorre drove by the Garden, he saw Heskow standing 
on the sidewalk. Monza had his gun in his lap when he stopped 
the car in front of Heskow. Astorre pulled open the door, and 
Heskow hopped into the front scat with them. The cold left 
watery streaks on his checks. He said to Astorre, “You have big 
trouble,” 

Astorre now felt a cold chill. “The kids?” he asked. 

Heskow nodded. “Portclla snatched your cousin Marcanto- 
nio and has him stashed someplace. I don’t know where. Tomor- 
row he invites you to a meeting. He wants to trade something 
for his hostage But if you’re careless, he has a four-man hit 
team to focus on you. He's using his own men. He tried to give 
me the job, but I turned him down,” 

Tlicy were in a dark street. “Thanks,” Astorre said. “Where 
can I let you off?" 

“Right here My car is just a block away.” 

Astorre understood. Heskow was anxious about being seen 
with him. 

“One other thing,” Heskow said. “You know about Portella’s 
suite at his priv'atc hotel? His brother, Bruno, is using it tonight 
with some broad. And no bodyguards.” 

Tlianks again,” Astorre said. He opened the door of the car, 
and Heskow disappeared into the darkness. 
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M iirciiiitonio Aprilc was having his last meeting of the day. 
and lie wanted to keep it short. It was now seven in the eve- 
ning, and lie had a dinner engagement at nine, 

'I'hc meeting was with his favorite producer and best friend in 
the movie business, a man named Steve Brody, who never went 
<iver bmlget, had great instincts for dramatic stories, and often 
introduced Mamantonio to up-and<oming young actresses 
who needed a little help in their careers. 

Hut this evening they were on opposite sides of the fence. 
Brody had come with one of the most powerful agents in the 
Imsiness. a man named Matt Glazier, who had a vehement 
loyally to his client.s. He was there pleading the ease of a novel- 
ist whose latest book he had turned into an epic, eight-hour W 
serial dnima, Now Glazier wanted to sell the novelist's three 
previous books, 

"Maivantonio," Glazier s,aid, "the other three books are great 
bii^d'^'"^:' . ^'ou know how publishers are — they couldn’t sell 
^ : r a nickel. Brody here is rc.ady to produce them. 

dc a shitload of money on his last book, so be 
ct's make a dc.il." 

' it," Mareamonio said. "These arc old books 
about. Tlicy were never bcst-.scllcrs. And now 
print." 

, n't m.itlcr." Gkaricr s,iid with the eager confidence 
ts. ".As senan .as we mak-c the deal, the publishers -Rill 
cm." 

tcanteinio bad heard this argument many times before. 
, the publishers wouij reprint, but aerjally this was not 
'll help to the T\' presentation. The T\' broadcast would 
'.p the publishers of the Kx>k more It "R-as cssenrialh’ a bull- 
shit rngtimont, 

"All that a. side," hf.arv'antonio .said, "I\-e read riie books. 
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They have nothing for us. They’re too literary. It's the language 
that makes them work, not incident. I enjoyed them. I’m not 
saying they can’t work. I’m just saying it’s not worth the risk 
and the c.xtraordinary cfTort.” 

“Don’t bullshit me.’’ Glazier said. “You read a reader’s re- 
port. You’re the head of programming — you don’t have time to 
read." 

Marcantonio laughed. “You’re wrong. I love to read and I 
love those books. But they arc not good TV." His voice was 
warm and friendly. “I’m sorry, but for us it’s a pass. But keep us 
in mind. We’d love to work with you." 

After the two had gone. Marcantonio showered in his 
executive-suite bathroom and changed his clothes for his dinner 
date. He said good night to his secretary, who always stayed 
until he left, and took the elevator to the lobby of the building. 

His date was at the Four Seasons, just a few blocks away, and 
he would walk. Unlike most top executives, he did not keep a 
car and driver c.xclusivcly for himself but just called one when 
necessary. He prided himself on his economy and knew he had 
learned it from his father, who had a strong prejudice against 
wasting money on foolishness. 

Wlicn he stepped out onto the street, he felt a cold wind and 
shivered. A black limo pulled up. and the chauffeur got out of 
the car and opened the door for him to enter. Had his secretary 
ordered the car for him? The driver was tall, a sturdy man 
whose cip stood oddly on his hctid. a size too small. He bowed 
and s;\id, “Mr. Aprilc?" 

“Yes." Marcantonio said. “I won’t need you tonight." 

“Yes, you do." the chaulTcur said with a cheerful smile. "Get 
into the car or get shot." 

Suddenly Marcantonio was aware of three men at his back. 
He hesitated. The chaulTcur said, “Don't worry, a friend just 
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Since he received a cut of alt their rev'cnues and he would head 
their legitimate interests in the States, he was full of goodwill. 

Gathered around the small oval table, they made an interest- 
ing scene. 

Grazziella looked like an undertaker in his black shiny suit, 
white shirt, and thin black tic. for he was still in mourning for 
his mother, who had died six months before. He spoke in a low, 
doleful voice with a thick accent, but he was clearly understood. 
He seemed such a shy. polite man to have been responsible for 
the death of a hundred Sicilian law-enforcement ofRcials. 

Timmona Portclla. the only one of the four whose native 
tongue was English, spoke in a loud bellow, as if all the others 
were deaf. His attire too seemed to shout: He wore a gray suit 
and lime shirt with a shiny blue silk tie. The perfectly tailored 
jacket would have hidden his huge belly if it was not unbut- 
toned to show blue suspenders. 

Inzio Tulippa looked classically South American, with a 
white, loose-draped silk shirt and scarlet handkerchief around 
his neck. He carried his yellow Panama hat in his hand rever- 
ently. He spoke a lilting accented English, and his voice had the 
charm of a nightingale. But today he had a forbidding frown on 
his sharp Indian face; he was a man not pleased with the world. 

Marriano Rubio was the only man who seemed pleased. His 
affability charmed them all. His voice was well bred in the En- 
glish style, and he was dressed in a style he called "en pantoufle": 
pajamas of green silk and a bathrobe of a darker forest green. 
He wore soft brown slippers lined with white wool fur. After all. 
it was his building and he could relax. 

Tulippa opened the discussion, speaking directly to Portclla 
with a deadly politeness. ‘Timmona, my fri'- he said, “I 
paid handsomely to get the Don out of the ■ ‘ ye stilt dc 

not own the banks. This after waiting ’ 
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They have nothing for us. They're too literary, ft's the language 
that makes them work, not incident. I enjoyed them, f'm not 
saying they can't work. I’m just saying it’s not worth the risk 
and the extraordinary efrort.” 

“Don’t bullshit me,” Glazier said. “You read a reader's re- 
port. You’re the head of programming~you don’t have lime to 
read.” 

Marcantonio laughed. “You’re wrong. 1 love to read and I 
love those books. But they arc not good TV." His voice was 
warm and friendly. “I’m sorry', but for us it’s a pass. But keep us 
in mind. We’d love to work with you.” 

After the two had gone, Marcantonio showered in his 
executive-suite bathroom and changed his clothes for his dinner 
date. He said good night to his secretary, who always stayed 
until he left, and took the elevator to the lobby of the building. 

His date was at the Four Seasons, just a few blocks away, and 
he would w'alk. Unlike most top executives, he did not keep a 
car and driver exclusively for himself but just called one svhen 
necessary. He prided himself on his economy and knew he had 
learned it from his father, who had a strong prejudice against 
wasting money on foolishness. 

When he stepped out onto the street, he fell a cold wind and 
shivered, A black limo pulled up, and the chauffeur got out of 
the car and opened the door for him to enter. Had his secretary 
ordered the car for him? Tfie driver was tall, a sturdy m.an 
whose cap stood oddly on his head, a size too small. He bo-^ed 
and said, “Mr. Aprilc?" 

“Yes." Marcantonio .said. “I won’t need you tonight." 

"Yes. you do," the chauffeur s.aid with a cheerful smile. "Get 
into the car or get shot." 

Suddenly Marcantonio was aware of three men .at his h;ick 
He hesit.atcd. Tire chauffeur said. "Don't worry, a frien 



226 • MARIO PUZO 


wants to have a little chat with you.” 

Marcantonio got into the backseat of the limo, and the three ^ 
men crowded in beside him. 

They drove a block or two, and then one of the men gave 
Marcantonio a pair of dark glasses and told him to put them 
on. Marcantonio did so— and seemed to go blind. The glasses 
were so dark they screened out all light. He thought that clever 
and made a mental note to use this in a story. It was a hopeful 
sign. If they did not want him to sec where he was going, that 
meant they were not planning to kill him. And yet it all seemed 
as unreal as one of his TV dramas. Until he suddenly thought 
about his father. That he was finally in his father’s world, which 
he had never completely believed in. 

After about an hour, the car came to a stop and he was 
helped out by two of the guards. He could feel a brick path 
under his feet, and then he was led up four steps and into a 
house. Up more stairs to a room, the door closing behind him. 
Only then were the glasses removed. He was in a small bed- 
chamber whose windows were heavily curtained. One of the 
guards sat in a chair beside the bed. 

“Lie down and take a little snooze,” the guard said to him. 
“You have a tough day ahead.” Marcantonio looked at his 
watch. It was almo-st midnight. 


Just after four in the morning, with the skyscrapers ghosts in 
darkness, Astorre and Aldo Monza were let off in front of the 
Lyceum Hotel; the driver waiting in front. Monza jangled his 
ring of keys as they ran up the three flights of stairs and then to 
the door of Portclla’s suite. 

Monza used his keys to open the door to the suite, and they 
entered the living room. They saw the table littered with cartons 



omhrtA • 227 


of Chinese takeout food, empty glasses, and bottles of wine 
and whiskey. Tlicrc was a huge whippcd-crcam cake, half-eaten, 
with a crushed-out cigarette adorning the top like a birthd.ay 
cindlc. Tlicy went to the bedroom, and Astorre flicked on the 
light from the wall switch. Tlicrc, lying on the bed. clad only in 
.shorts, was Bruno Portclla. 

Tlic air was filled with a heavy perfume, but Bruno wtis alone 
in the bed. He was not a pretty sight. His face, heavy and slack, 
glistened with night swc;il, and the stale smell of .sc,ifood came 
from his mouth. His huge chest made him appear bearish, and 
indeed he wore a look of teddy bear sweetness, Astorre thought. 
At the foot of the bed was an open bottle of red wine, which 
crcjitcd its own island of raw fragrance. It seemed a shame to 
wake him, and Astorre did it gently by tapping on his forehead. 

Bruno opened one eye, then the other. He didn’t seem fright- 
ened or cv’cn astonished. “NVliat the hell arc you doing here?" 
His voice was husky with sleep. 

“Bruno, there’s nothing to worry about,” Astorre said gently. 
“Wlicrc's the girl?” 

Bruno sat up. He laughed. “She had to go home early to get 
her kid off to school. I already fucked her three times, so I let 
her go.” He said this proudly, liecausc of both his virility and 
his understanding of a working girl’s problems. He aisually 
reached out a hand to the Ixrdsidc tabla Astorre gently grabl>c<l 
it, and Monza opened the drawer and took out a gun. 

“Listen. Bruno," Astorre said soothingly. “Nothing bad is 
going to h.appcn. I know jour brother doesn’t confide in voti. 
but he snatched my cousin Marc last night. So now I have to 
trade vou to get him back. Your brother loves vou. Bnino; he’ll 
make the tnide You lielicve that, don’t you?" 

“Sure." Bruno said. He looked relieved. 

“Just don’t do anything foolish. Now. get dressed.' 
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When Bruno finished dressing, he seemed to have trouble 
tying his shoelaces. “What's the matter?” Astorrc asked. 

“This is the first time 1 wore these shoes,” Bruno said. 
“Usually I wear slip-ons.” 

“You don’t know how to tie shoelaces?” Astorrc asked. 

“These are the first shoes I’ve had with laces.” 

Astorrc laughed. “Jesus Christ. OK, I'll tic them.” And he let 
Bruno put his foot in his lap. 

When he was finished, Astorrc handed Bruno the bedside 
phone. “Call your brother,” he said. 

“At five in the morning?” Bruno said. “Timmona rvill kill 

^ tT 

me. 

Astorrc realized that it wasn’t sleep that dulled Bruno’s 
brain; he was genuinely dim-witted. 

“Just tell him I've got you,” Astorrc said. “Then I’ll talk to 
him." 

Bruno took the phone and said in a plaintive voice, “Tim- 
mona, you got me in a lot of trouble, that’s why I'm calling you 
this early." 

Astorrc could hear a roar over the phone, and then Bruno 
said hurriedly, “Astorrc Viola has me and he wants to talk to 
you.” He quickly passed the phone to Astorrc. 

Astorrc said, "Timmona, sorry to wake you up. But I had 
to snatch Bruno because you have my cousin.” 

Portella’s voice came over the phone in another angry roar. 
“I don’t know anything about that. Now, what the hell do you 
want?" 

Bruno could hear and he shouted, "You got me into this, you 
prick! Now get me out.” 

Astorrc said calmly, “Timmona, make this swap and wc can 
talk about the deal you want. I know you think I’ve been bull- 
headed, but when v.c meet I’ll tell you the reason and you’ll 
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know r\c been doing you a nn'or.** 

Portclla's voice was quiet now. “OK," he said. “How do we 
set up this meeting?" 

“I’ll meet you at the Paladin restaurant at noon." Aslorrc 
said. “I have a private room there. I’ll bring Bruno with me. and 
you bring Marc. You can bring bodyguards if you’re leery, but 
we don’t want a bloodbath in a public place. We talk things over 
and make the exchange.” 

Tlierc was a long pause, and then Portclla said, “I’ll be there, 
but don’t try anything funny.” 

“Don’t worry," Aslorrc said cheerfully. “After this meeting 
we’ll be buddies.” 

Astorre and Monza pul Bruno between them, Astorre link- 
ing arms with Bnino in a friendly waj’. They took him down the 
stairs to the street. There were an additional two airs with 
Astorre’s men wailing. “Take Bruno with you in one of the 
cars," Aslorrc told Monza. “Have him at the Paladin at noon. 
I’ll meet you there." 

“Wial the hell do I do with him until then?’’ Monza asked. 
“Tliat’s hours from now.” 

"Take him for breakfast,” Astorre .said. “He likes to eat. That 
should take up a couple of hours. Tlien take him for a nalk in 
Central Park. Go to the zoo. I’ll take one of the cars and a 
driver. If he tries to nin .away, don’t kill him. Just catch him." 

“You’ll lx: on your own," Monza said. “Is that sni3rt?~ 

“I’ll be OK." In the car Astorre used his cell phene to call 
Nicole’s private number. It was now nearly six in the morning, 
and light transfixed the city into lone thin lines o.*' stone. 

Nicole’s voice was sleepy when she answered. Astorre re- 
membered it had been like that when she was a }vung girl and 
his lover. “Nicole, wake up,"hes3id. “"ibu know who this is?" 

Uie question obviously irritated her. “Of course, 1 know who 
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she said. “You were never one of tliosc asslioles who thought 
they could read other pcoplc'.s minds.” 

Astorre gave her a rueful grin and said apologetically. “1 
thought you still liked me. That’s why 1 never asked what you 
deleted in your father's file before you showed it to me.” 

“1 deleted nothing," Micolc said coolly. “And I don’t give the 
tape until you tell me what this is all about." 

Astorre was silent, then he said, “OK. you’re a big girl now." 
Me laughed when he saw how angry she was. her eyes flashing, 
her lips curled with contempt. It reminded him of how she 
looked when she confronted him and her father long ago. 

“Well, you always wanted to play with the big boys." Astorre 
said. “And you certainly do that. As a lawyer, you’ve scared 
almost as many people as your father." 

"Me wasn’t as bad as the press and the FBI painted him.” 
Nicole said angrily. 

“OK," Astorre said soothingly. “Marc was kidnapped last 
night by Timmona I’ortella, Not to worry though. I went out 
and got his brother Bruno. Now we can bargain." 

“You committed a kidnapping?" Nicole said incredulously. 
“.So did they," Astorre said. “They really want us to sell them 
the banks." 

Nicole almost shrieked. “Then give them the fucking banks!" 
“You don’t understand,” Astorre said. “We give them noth- 
ing. We have Bruno. Tlicy hurt Marc. I hurt Bruno." 

Nicole was looking at him with horror in her eyes. Astorre 
stared at her calmly, and one hand went up to finger the gold 
collar around his neck. "Yeah," he said. “I’d have to kill him.” 

Nicole s firm lace broke up into creases of sorrow. “Not you, 
.Astorre. not you too." 

“So now you know." Astorre said. “I’m not the man to sell 
the banks after they killed your father and my uncle. But I need 
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the tape and the document to make the deal go through and get 
Marc back without bloodshed.” 

"Just sell them the banks,” Nicole whispered to him. “We’ll 
be rich. What does it matter?” 

“It matters to me,” Astorre said. “It mattered to the Don.” 

Silently Nicole reached into the safe and took out a small 
packet, which she placed on top of the folder. 

“Play it for me now," Astorre said. 

Nicole reached into her desk for a small cassette player. She 
inserted the tape, and they listened to Cilke reveal his plan to 
entrap Portella. Then Astorre pocketed everything and said. 
“I’ll have u all back to you later today, and Marc too. Don’t 
worry. Nothing will happen And if it docs, it will be worse for 
them than for us” 


A little after noon Astorre, Aldo Monza, and Bruno Portella 
were scaled in a pnvate dining room at the Paladin restaurant 
in the East Sixties 

Bruno seemed not at all worried about being a hostage. He 
chatted cheerfully with Astorra “You know. I lived all my life in 
New York and 1 never knew Central Park had a zoo. More 
people should know that and go see it." 

“So you had a good time,” Astorre said in a good-humored 
voice, thinking that if things went badly, Bruno would at least 
have a pleasant memory before death. The door of the dining 
room swung open, and the owner of the restaurant appeared be- 
hind him with Timmona Portella and Marcantonio. Portella’s 
broad figure with its well-cut sun almost masked Marcantonio 
behind him, Bruno rushed into Timmona’s arms and kissed 
him on both checks, and Astorre was astonished to see the look 
of love and satisfaction on Timmona’s face. 
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“ Wliat a brother." Bruno exclaimed loudly, “Wliat a brother." 

In contrast. Astorre and Marcantonio shook hands, then 
Astorre gave a half hug and said, “Everything is OK, Marc." 

Marcantonio turned aray from him and sat down. His legs 
had gone weak partly with relief at his safety and partly be- 
cause of Astorre’s appearance. The young boy who loved to 
sing, the intense yet joyous youth so carefree and loving, now 
appeared in his true form as the Angel of Death. The power of 
his presence dominated Portclla in his fear and bluster. 

Astorre sal down next lo Marcantonio and palled his knee. 
He w-as smiling his affable smile as though this were just a 
friendly lunch. “Arc you OK?” he asked. 

Marcantonio looked directly into his eyes. He had never 
before noticed how clear and merciless they were. He looked at 
Bruno, the man who would have paid for his life. The man was 
babbling to his brother, something about the Central Park Zoo. 

Astorre said to Portclla. “We have things to discuss.” 

“OK." Portclla said. “Bruno, gel the fuck out of here. There's 
a ciir waiting outside. I'll talk to you when I get home.” 

Monxii came into the dining room. “Take Marcantonio to 
his house,” Astorre said to him. “Marc, wait for me there.” 


Portclla and Astorre now sat alone across from each other at 
the table, Portclla opened a bottle of wine and filled his glass. 
He didn’t offer a glass lo Astorre. 

Astorre reached into his pocket, pulled out a browm enve- 
lope, and emptied its contents onto the table. There was the 
confidential document he had signed for Cilke, the one in which 
he was asked to betray Portclla. 

Tlien there ss-as the small ca.sscttc player with the tape in it. 

Portclla looked at the document with the FBI logo and read 




CNi EHT 


and he had. sunpiied circreei henuthui vcunii;'.v"men ’.vh\r had 
adiitr.-ed seme dime m. die arm and murie. Taiirira and Grind-' 
eila'-vere ha'/inn a •.venderfui vise and ’vare miuenintx' mrarr 
rc tlieir nainrai em-'ircnments. ■.vhieii ’.vere mucii lesif snnniiar:' 


ing. Tcey -.veni mtcrdinani kmgs be!nn,-.vcced ir ' an cvemijng: 
empemrwhc did e'/ervthinn cn riease diem. 

Tnis night the ccnsiif generiL ctaeeded inmsiif ai, his h'lsri'-' 
tnlit}! Tne ocnfemiee table was laden wicii er.ncc disiies. traits, 
dieeses. and huge tenbens of ciiecclate: tesnie nifar;-' ennr 
stood a bottle of ehanmagne in an ice bucket. Smuil. eiegant 


pastries rested cndeiiaire iadders cf srunsugxt bag'i cclthe 
nm steamed, and bones cf Hm/anadgans. madnr.'s, ligfic ccrvT.n 
and green were strewn careiessiy ever the nible. 

He opened the prccsedings by saytng to FoctiiTa. “N'c’v, wbut 


is so important that we had to cancel our engag'nnect 
meeting?" Despite his etcuisite courtesy there w-as 
condesceraiion in his voice that nddnated Fcrtelhi, 


s ter this 
a slight 
Arc he 


knew tliat he would he lessened in debt eves when thev teamed 
of Cilke s dupiidtv: He toid them ±e whole storv. 

Tulippa was earing a bonbon, when he said. “You: mean von 
had his cousin Marcantonio Aprue. and you made a deal to get 
your brother released without consulring ns," His voioo was fuF 


of contempt- 

“I could not let my brother die." Port-ella said, “And K'sides, 
if I hadn’t made the deal, we would have failen into Ci'Ae's 
trap," 

“True," Tulippa said. “But it was not yvurdeasion to ntako, 

“Yeah." Portella said. “Then who — “ 

“All of us!" Tulippa barked. “We are your partners. 

Portella looked at him and wondered what kept him trom 
killing the greasy son of a bitch. But then rcmembcn>^'“*“^*h^ 
Panama hats flying in the air. 
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The consul general seemed to have read his mind. He said 
soothingly. “We all come from dilTcrcnt cultures and have dif- 
ferent values. We must accommodate ourselves to each other. 
Timmona is an American, a sentimentalist.” 

“His brother is a dumb piece of shit,” Tulippa said. 

Rubio shook his finger at Tulippa. “Inzio, stop making trou- 
ble for the fun of it. We all have a right to decide our personal 
affairs.” 

Grazziella smiled a thin amused smile. “This is true. You, 
Inzio, have never confided to us your secret laboratoric.s. Your 
desire to own your own personal weapons. And such a foolish 
notion. Do you think the government will put up with such a 
threat? They will change all the laws that now protect us and 
permit us to thrive.” 

Tulippa laughed. He was enjoying this meeting. “I am a 
patriot," he wiid "1 want South America to be in a position to 
defend itself from countries like Isnicl and India and Iraq.” 

Rubio smiled at him benignly. "1 never knew you were a 
nationalist " 

Portclla was unamused “I have a big problem here. 1 thought 
Cilke was my friend. I invested a lot of money in him. And now 
he is coming after me and all of you.” 

Grazziella spoke directly and strongly. “We must abandon 
the whole project We must live with less.” He was no longer the 
ami.able man they had known “We must find another solution. 
Forget Kurt Cilke and Astorre Viola. They arc too dangerous 
as enemies. We must not pursue a course that could destroy 
us all.” 

“That svon’t solve my problem.” Portclla said. “Cilke will 
keep coming after me.” 

Tulippa also dropped his mask of affability. He said to 
Grazziella, “That you should advocate such a peaceful solution 
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is against everything we know about you. You killed police and 
magistrates in Sicily. You assassinated the governor and his 
wife. You and your Corleonesi cosca killed the army general 
who was sent out to destroy your organization. Yet now you 
say, abandon a project that will earn us billions of dollars. And 
desert our friend Portella. 

“I’m going to get rid of Cilke,” Portella said. "No matter 
what you say.” 

“That is a very dangerous course of action,” the consul 
general said. “The FBI will declare a vendetta. They will use all 
their resources to track down his killer.” 

“I agree with Timmona,” Tulippa said. “The FBI operates 
under legal constraints and can be handled. I will supply an 
assault team, and hours after the operation they will be on the 
airplane to South America.” 

Portella said, “I know it’s dangerous, but it’s the only thing 
to do.” 

“I agree,” Tulippa said. “For billions of dollars one must take 
risks. Or what are we in business for?” 

Rubio said to Inzio, “You and I are at minimal risk because 
we have diplomatic status. Michael, you return to Sicily for the 
time being. Timmona, you will be the one who must bear the 
brunt of what follows.” 

“If worse comes to worst,” Tulippa said, “I can hide you in 
South America.” 

Portella spread his hands in the air in a helpless gesture. “I 
have a choice,” he said. “But I want your support. Michael, do 
you agree?” 

Grazziella’s face was impassive, “Yes, I agree,” he said. “But 
I would worry more about Astorre Viola than Kurt Cilke,” 



CHAPTER II 


W m-N ASTORRf Rt cFivEDthc Urgent codcd mcssagc that 
Heskow w-anlcd a meeting, he took his precautions. 
Tlierc was always the danger that Heskow might turn against 
him. So instead of answering the message, he suddenly ap- 
pcamd at Heskoiv's home in Bright waters at midnight. He took 
Aldo Mon/a n ith him and an extra cjir with four more men. He 
also wore a bulletprool vest. He called Heskow when he was in 
the driveway so that he would open the door. 

Heskow did not seem surprised. He prepared coffee and 
served Astorre and himself Then he smiled at Astorre and said, 
“1 have good news and bad news. Which one first?" 

"Just tell It," Astorre said. 

"The bad news is that 1 have to leave the country for good, 
and that’s because of the good news. And I want to ask you to 
keep your promise. I'hat nothing will happen to my boy even if 
1 can't work for you anymore." 

"You have that promise." Astorre said. “Now, why do you 
have to leave the country ’" 

Heskow shook his head in a comical act of sorrow. He said, 
"Because that dumb prick Portclla is going over the lop. He is 
going to knock off Cilke. the FBI guy. And he wants me to be 
operational chief of the crew.” 
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“So just refuse,” Astorre said. 

“I can’t,” Heskow said. “The hit is ordered by his whole 
syndicate, and if I refuse, I go down the drain and maybe my 
son does too. So I’ll organize the hit, but I won’t be in the hit 
party. I’ll be gone. And then when Cilke goes down the FBI will 
pour a hundred men into the city to solve it. I told them that, 
but they don’t give a shit. Cilke doubled-crossed them or some- 
thing. They think they can smear him enough so that it won’t be 
such a big deal.” 

Astorre tried not to show his satisfaction. It had worked out. 
Cilke would be dead with no danger to himself. And with a 
little luck the FBI would get rid of Portella. 

He said to Heskow, “You want to leave me an address?” 
Heskow smiled at him almost scornfully with distrust. “I 
don’t think so,” he said. Not that I don’t trust you. But I can 
always get in touch with you.” 

“Well, thanks for letting me know,” Astorre said, “but who 
really made this decision?” 

“Timmona Portella,” Heskow said. “But Inzio Tulippa and 
the consul general signed off on it. That Corleonesi guy, Graz- 
ziclla, washed his hands of it. He’s distancing himself from the 
operation. I think he’s leaving for Sicily. Which is funny because 
he’s killed practically everybody there. 

“They don’t really understand how America works, and Por- 
tella is just dumb. He says he thought he and Cilke were really 
friends.” 

“And you are going to lead the hit team,” Astorre said. 
“That's not so smart either.” 

“No, I told you when they hit the house I’ll be long gone.” 
“The house?” Astorre said, and at that moment he felt dread 
over what he was about to hear. 

Yeah,” Heskow said. “A massive assault team flies back to 
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South America and disappears.” 

“Very professional,” Astorre said. “When does this all 
happen?” 

"Night after tomorrow. All you have to do is stand aside and 
they solve all your problems. That’s the good news.” 

“So it is,” Astorre said. He kept his face expressionless, but in 
his mind was the vision of Gcoi^ettc Cilke, her beauty and 
goodness. 

‘i thought you should know about it so that you’ll have a 
good alibi,” Heskow said. “So you owe me one, and take care of 
my kid." 

“Damn right,” Astorre said. “Don’t worry about him.” 

He shook hands with Heskow before he left. “1 think you’re 
being very smart IcaNang the country. All hell will break loose.” 

"Yeah.” Heskow said. 

For a moment Astorre wondered what he would do about 
Heskow. The man, after all. had driven the hit car in the killing 
of the Don He had to pay for that despite all his help. But 
Astorre had suffered a certain loss of energy when he learned 
that Cilke’s wife and child were to be killed with him. Let him 
go, he thought. He might be useful later. Then it would be lime 
to kill him. And he looked at Heskow ’s smiling face and smiled 
back. 

"You’re a vciy clever man." he said to Heskow. 

Heskow’s face turned pink with pleasure. “I know,” he said. 
“That's how 1 stay alive." 


The nc.xt day. at ii:oo a.m.. Astorre arrived at FBI hcad- 
quaners accompanied by Nicole Aprile, who had arranged an 
appointment. 

He had spent a long night pondering his course of action. He 
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had planned all this to have Portella kill Cilke. But he knew that 
he could not let Georgette or her daughter be killed. He also 
knew that Don Aprile would never have interfered with fate in 
this matter. But then he remembered a story about the Don that 
gave him pause. 

One night, when Astorre was twelve years old and in Sicily 
with the Don on his annual visit, they were served dinner by 
Caterina in the garden pavilion. Astorre, with his peculiar inno- 
cence, said to them abruptly, “How did you two get to know 
each other? Did you grow up together as children?” The Don 
and Caterina exchanged a glance and then laughed at the seri- 
ous intensity of his interest. 

The Don had placed his fingers on his lips and whispered 
mockingly, '‘Omerta. It’s a secret.” 

Caterina rapped Astorre’s hand with the wooden mixing 
spoon. “That’s none of your business, you little devil,” she said. 
“And besides, it’s nothing I’m proud of,” 

Don Aprile gazed upon Astorre with fondness. “Why should 
he not know? He’s a Sicilian to the bone. Tell him.” 

“No,” Caterina said. “But you can tell him if you like.” 

After dinner Don Aprile lit his cigar, filled his glass with 
anisette, and told Astorre the story. 

“Ten years ago the most important man in the town was 
a certain Father Sigusmundo, a very dangerous man and yet 
good-humored. When I visited Sicily he often came to my 
house and played cards with my friends. At that time I had a 
different housekeeper.” 

But Father Sigusmundo was not irreligious. He was a devout 
and hardworking priest. He scolded people into going to mass 
and even at one time engaged in fisticuffs with an exasperating 
atheist. He was most famous for giving last rites to victims of 
the Mafia as they lay dying; he shrived their souls and cleansed 
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them for ihcir voj-age to Heaven. He was revered for this, but it 
’■appened too often and some people began to whisper, saying 
the reason he was always so handy was because he was one of 
the executioners — that he was betraying the secrets of the 
confessional box for his own ends. 

Caterina's husband at that time was a strong anti-Mafia 
policeman. He had e%’cn pursued a case of murder after he 
had been warned off by the provincial Mafia chief, an unheard- 
of act of defiance at that time. A week after that threat, Catc- 
rina's husband was ambushed and lay dying in a back alley 
of Palermo. And it so happened that Father Sigusmundo ap- 
peared to give him last riles. The crime was never solved. 

Catcrina. the grief-stricken widow, spent a year in mourning 
and devotion to the church. Then one Saturday she went to 
confession with Father Sigusmundo. When the priest came out 
of the confessional, in full sight of evciyonc. she stabbed him 
through the heart with her husband's dagger. 

The police threw her in jail, but that was the least of it. The 
Mafia chief pronounced a death sentence upon her. 

Aslorre stared wide-eyed at Catenna. “Did you really do 
that. Aunt Catcrina?" 

Catcrina looked at him with amusement. He was filled with 
curiosity and not a bit of fear. “But you must understand why. 
Not because he killed my husband. Men arc always killing each 
other here in Sicily. But Father Sigusmundo was a false priest, 
an unshriven murderer. He could not give last rites with legiti- 
macy. Wiy would God listen? So my husband was not only 
murdered but denied his entrance to Heaven and descended 
into Hell. Well, men don't know where to stop. Tlicre arc things 
you can't do. Thai's why 1 killed the priest." 

“Then how come you're here?" Astorre asked. 

“Because Don Aprile took an interest in the whole affair," 
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Caterina said. “So naturally everything was settled.” 

The Don said gravely to Astorre, “I had a certain standing 
in the town, a respect. The authorities were easily satisfied, and 
the church did not want the public attention of a corrupt priest. 
The Mafia chief was not so sensitive and refused to cancel his 
death sentence. He was found in the cemetery where Caterina’s 
husband was buried, with his throat cut, and his cosca was 
destroyed and made powerless. By that time I had growm fond 
of Caterina, and I made her chief of this household. And for 
the last nine years my summer months in Sicily have been the 
sweetest of my life.” 

To Astorre this was all magic. He ate a handful of olives and 
spit out the pits. “Caterina’s your girlfriend?” he asked. 

“Of course,” Caterina said. “You’re a twelve-year-old boy, 
you can understand. I live under his protection as if I were his 
wife, and I perform all my wifely duties.” 

Don Aprile seemed a little embarrassed, the only time As- 
torre had seen him so. Astorre said, “But why don’t you marry?” 

Caterina said, “I could never leave Sicily. I live like a queen 
here, and your uncle is generous. Here I have my friends, my 
family, my sisters and brothers and cousins. And your uncle 
could not live in Sicily. So we do the best we can.” 

Astorre said to Don Aprile, “Uncle, you can marry Caterina 
and live here. I’ll live with you. I never want to leave Sicily.” At 
this they both laughed. 

“Listen to me,” the Don said. “It took a great deal of work to 
put a stop to the vendetta against her. If we married, plots and 
mischief would be bom. They can accept the fact that she is my 
mistress but not my wife. So with this arrangement we are both 
happy and both free. Also, I do not want a uife who refuses to 
accept my decisions, and when she refuses to leave Sicily I am 
not a husband.” 
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“And it would be an infamita." Catcrina said. Her head 
drooped slightly, and then she turned her eyes to the black Sicil- 
ian sky and began to %vcep. 

Astorre was bewildered. It made no sense to him as a child. 
“Really, but why? Why?” he said. 

Don Aprilc sighed. He pufTcd on his cigar and took a sip of 
anisette. “You must understand,” the Don said. “Father Sigus- 
mundo %vas my brother.” 


Astorre remembered now that their explanation hadn’t con- 
vinced him. With the willfulness of a romantic child he had 
believed that two people who loved each other were permitted 
any license in the world. Only now he understood the terrible 
decision his uncle and aunt had made. That if he married Catc- 
rina, all the Don’s blood relatives would become his enemies. 
Not that they did not know that Father Sigusmundo was a 
villain. But he was a brother and that excused all his sins. And 
a man like the Don could not marry his brother’s murderer. 
Catenna could not ask such a sacrifice. And then %vhat if Cate- 
rina believed that the Don had somehow been implicated in her 
husband’s murder? What a leap of faith for both of them, and 
perhaps, what a betrayal of everything they believed in. 


But this was Amenca. not Sicily. During the long night 
Astorre had made up his mind. In the morning he had called 
Nicole. 

“I’m going to pick you up for breakfast,” he had said. “Then 
you and I arc going to visit Cilke at FBI headquarters.” 

Nicole had said, “This has to be serious, right?” 

“Yeah. I’ll tell you over breakfast.” 
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“Do you have an appointment with him?” Nicole had asked. 
“No, that’s your job.” 

An hour later the cousins were having breakfast together at a 
posh hotel with widely separated tables for privacy because it 
was an early-hour meeting place for the power brokers of the 
city. 

Nicole believed in a hearty breakfast to fuel her twelve-hour 
working day. Astorre settled for orange juice and coffee, which 
with a basket of breakfast rolls cost him twenty dollars. “What 
crooks,” he said to Nicole with a grin. 

Nicole was impatient with this. “You’re paying for the atmo- 
sphere,” she said. “The imported linen, the crockery. What the 
hell is wrong now?” 

“I’m going to do my civic duty,” Astorre said. “I have infor- 
mation from an unimpeachable source that Kurt Cilke and his 
family will be killed tomorrow night. I want to warn him. I 
want to get credit for warning him. He’ll want to know my 
source, and I can’t tell him. 

Nicole pushed away her plate and leaned back. “Who the hell 
is that stupid?” she said to Astorre. “Christ, I hope you’re not 
involved.” 

“Why do you think that?” Astorre asked. 

“I don’t know,” Nicole said. “The thought just came. Why 
not let him know anonymously?” 

“I want to get credit for my good deeds. I get the feeling 
nobody loves me these days.” He smiled. 

“I love you,” Nicole said, leaning toward him. “OK, here’s 
^ our story. As we came into the hotel a strange man stopped us 
and whispered the information in your ear. He was wearing a 
gray striped suit, a white shirt, and a black tie. He was average 
height, dark-skinned, could be Italian or Hispanic. After that 
wc can vary. I’ll be witness to your story, and he knows he can’t 
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screw around with me.” 

Astorre laughed. His laughter was always disarming; it had 
the unfettered glee of a child. “So he's more afraid of you than 
he is of me” he said. 

Nicole smiled. “And 1 know- the director of the FBI. He's a 
political animal, he has to be. I’ll call Cilke and tell him to 
expect us." She took her phone out of her purse and made the 
call. 

“Mr. Cilke," she said into the phone, "this is Nicole Aprile. 
I'm with my cousin Astorre Viola, and he has important infor- 
mation he wants to give you." 

After a pause she said, "Tliat's too late. We'll be there within 
the hour,” She hung up before Cilke could say anything. 

An hour later Astorre and Nicole were ushered into Ciike's 
office. It WHS a large comer office with Polaroid bulletproof 
windows that could not be seen out of, so there was no view. 

Cilke. standing behind a huge desk, was waiting for them. 
Tlicre were three black leather chairs facing his desk. Behind it, 

oddly enough, was a schoolroom blackboard. In one of the 

/* 

chairs sat Bill Boxton, who did not offer to shake hands. 

“Are you going to tape this?" Nicole asked. 

"Of course," Cilke said. 

Boxton said rea.ssuringly, “Hell, we tape everything, even our 
colTce-and-doughnut orders. We also tape anybody we think we 
may have to put in jail." 

“You're a pretty fucking funny guy.” Nicole said, deadpan. 
“On the best day of your life you couldn't put me in jail. Think 
another way. My client Astorre Viola is meeting you voluntarily 
to give you an important piece of information. I'm here to 
protect him from any abuse after he does so." 

Kurt Cilke was not quite so charming as he had been in their 
previous meeting.s, I Ic waved them into chairs and took his scat 
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behind the desk. “OK.” he saii ^"*', 77 '','“ ^ 

f Astorre felt the man's hostility- as n 
didn’t require his usual businesslike tneac-Ziei::. . j. , 
react? He looked directly into Cilkes ey^ ^ 

information that there will be a hemily anaea — . 

home tomorrow' night. Late. The purpose is to £l_ .• ^ 


reason. 

Cilke did not respond. He was frozen in his chant rc: Ei„ 
sprang up and stood behind Astorre. To CiLs he sate, 
keep calm.” 

Cilke rose. His entire body seemed to blow up wi± 
“This is an old Mafia trick,” he said. “He sets up the epen 
and then sabotages it. And he thinks I’ll be grateful New. 
the hell did you get such information?'’ 

Astorre told him the story he and Nicole had prerared. 
turned to Nicole and asked, “You witnessed this ircdstl 
“Yes,” Nicole said, “but I didn’t hear what the ~"n ----r 
Cilke said to Astorre, “You are under arrest new." 

“For what?” Nicole said. 

“For threatening a federal officer," CiSe said. 

“1 think you better call your directou" N’iDuic 
“It's my decision to make,” Cilke told hen 
Nicole looked at her watch. 

Cilke said softly, “Under e.xecutr.u order "d ^ 

I m authorized to hold you and your dien: d— ' 

without legal counsel, as a threat to nau'uad “ 

Astorre was startled. In his wice-e'/cd, e 

Is that really true? You can do thar ' 

by such power. He turned back to Nicole and s3 'W 
Hey. this is gelling more and more like Sid’-. -*" 

“iryoutakethatstep,theFBlwillbemco;rt''r=^‘V.-^ 

' Wstory;’ Nicole saW r;r ' ' 
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time to get your family out and ambush the attackers. They 
won’t know they’ve been informed on. If you capture any, you ' 
can question them. We won’t talk. Or warn them." 

Cilke seemed to consider this. He said to Astorre with 
contempt, “At least I respected your uncle. He would never 
have talked.” 

Astorre gave an embarrassed smile. “Those were the old days 
and that was the old country, and besides, you’re not so differ- 
ent, with your secret executive orders.” He wondered what Cilke 
would say if he told him the real reason. That he had saved the 
man simply because he had spent an evening in the presence of 
his wife and had romantically and uselessly fallen in love with 
his idea of her. 

“I don't believe your bullshit story, but wc’Il go into that if 
there is really an assault tomorrow night. If anything happens, 
then I lock you up, and maybe you, too, counselor. But why did 
you tell me?” 

Astorre smiled. “Because I like you,” he said. 

“Get the hell out of here,” Cilke said. He turned to Boston. 
“Get the commander of the special tactical force in here, and 
tell ray secretary to set up a call to the director.” 

They were kept another two hours to be interrogated by 
Cilke ’s staff. Meanwhile, Cilke in his office talked to the direc- 
tor in Washington over the scramble phone. 

“Do not arrest them under any circumstances,” the director 
told him. "Everything would come out in the media, and we’d 
be a joke. And don't fool with Nicole Aprilc unless you have the 
goods on her. Keep everything top secret, and we’ll see what 
happens tomorrow night. Guards at your house have been 
alerted, and your family is already being moved out as we 
speak. Now put Bill on the phone. He’ll run the ambush opera- 
tion.” 



omertA • 249 


“Sir, that should be my job,” Cilke protested. 
t “You’ll help with the planning,” the director said, “but under 
no circumstance will you take part in the tactical operation. 
The Bureau operates under very strict rules of engagement to 
avoid unnecessary violence. You would be suspect if things go 
bad. You understand me?” 

“Yes, sir.” Cilke understood perfectly. 



CHAPTER 12 


A fter a month in the hospital Aspinclla Washington was 
released but still had to heal sufficiently for the insertion 
of an artificial e>c. A splendid physical specimen, her body 
seemed to assemble itself around her injuries. True, her left foot 
dragged a little, and her eye socket looked hideous. But she 
wore a square green eye patch instead of black, and the dark 
green accentuated the beauty of her mocha skin. She reported 
back to work wearing a costume of black trousers, a green 
pullover shirt .ind a green leather coat. When she looked at 
herself in the mirror she thought herself a striking figure. 

Though she was on medical leas'c she would sometimes go 
into the Detective Bureau headquarters and help in interroga- 
tions. Her injury gave her a sense of liberation — she felt like she 
could do anything, and she stretched her povver. 

On her first interrogation there were two suspects, an un- 
usual pair in that one \v~as white and one was black. The white 
suspect, .about thirty, wais immediately frightened of her. But 
the black partner w-.is delighted by the tall beautiful woman 
with the green eye patch and the cold level stare. Tliis was one 
cool sister. 

"Holy shit," he cried out, his face happy. It was his first bust, 
he had no criminal record, and he really didn’t know he was in 
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serious trouble. He and his partner had broken into a 
•tied up the husband and wife, and then looted the house. They 
had been laid low by an informant. The black kid was sti 
wearing the house owner’s Rolex watch. He said cheenly to 
Aspinella, without malice, indeed in a voice of admiration, 
“Hey, Captain Kidd, you gonna make us walk the plank? 

The other detectives in the room smirked at this foolishness. 
But Aspinella didn’t respond. The kid was in handcuffs and 
couldn’t ward off her blow. Snakelike, her truncheon crashed 
against his face, breaking his nose and splitting his cheekbone. 
He didn’t go down; his knees sagged, and he gave her a re- 
proachful look. His face was a mess of blood. Then his legs 
folded and he toppled to the ground. For the next ten minutes 
Aspinella beat him unmercifully. As if from a fresh spring, 
blood started to flow from the boy’s ears. 

‘ “Jesus,” one of the detectives said, “how the hell do we ques- 
tion him now?” 

“I didn’t want to talk to him,” Aspinella said. “I want to talk 
to iliis guy.” She pointed her truncheon to the white suspecL 
“Zcke, right? I want to talk to you, Zeke.” She took him roughly 
by the shoulder and threw him into a chair facing her desk He 
stared at her, terrified. She realized her eye patch had slipped ro 
one side and that Zeke was staring into that empty orb. She 
reached up and adjusted the patch to cover her miIh-soeir_ 

Zeke,” she said, “1 want you to listen verr 7 r 

to save time here. I want to know how -.op in-' 

this. How you got into this. Understani- 4^ '-. 

cooperate?" ' ^ “ 

Zeke had turned very pgt 

he said. “1 11 tell you er'er. tb— r ~ ' ' ~ ~ 

‘OK," Aspinella sa;.i tf 
the medical arc 
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Zekc’s confession of his own free will.” 

Once the monitors were set up, Aspinella said to Zckc, “\Vho 
fenced your goods? Who gave you information about your 
target? Give me the exact details of the robbery. Your partner is 
obviously a nice kid. He has no record and he’s not that smart. 
That’s why I took it easy on him. Now, you, Zeke, have a very 
distinguished record, so I figure you’re the Fagin that got him 
into this. So start rehearsing for the video.” 


When Aspinella left the station house she drove her car over 
the Southern State Parkway to Brightwaters, Long Island. 

Oddly enough, she found driving with one eye was more 
pleasurable than not. The landscape was more interesting be- 
cause it was focused, like some futuristic painting that dissolved 
into dreams around the edges. It was as if half the world, the 
globe itself, had been bisected and the half she could sec 
claimed more attention. 

Finally she was driving through Brightwaters and passing 
John Heskow s house. She could see his car in the driveway and 
a man carrying a huge azalea plant from the flower shed to the 
house. Then another man came out of the shed carrying a box 
filled with yellow flowers. This was interesting, she thought. 
They were emptying the flower shed. 

While in the hospital she had done research on John Heskow. 
She had gone through the New York State car-registration 
records and found his address. Then she checked all the crimi- 
nal databases and found that John Heskow was really Louis 
Ricci; the bastard w-as Italian, though he looked like a Ger- / 
man pudding. But his criminal record was clear. He had been 
arrested several times for extortion and assault but never 
convicted. The flower shed could not generate the amount of 
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money to support his style of living. 

^ She had done all this because she had figured out that the 
only one who could have put the finger on her and Di Bene- 
detto was Heskow. The only thing that puzzled her was that he 
had given them the money. That money found had the Inter- 
nal Affairs Bureau on her ass, but she had soon gotten rid of 
their unenthusiastic inquiries, since they were happy to have the 
money for themselves. Now she was preparing to get rid of 
Heskow. 


Twenty-four hours before the scheduled assault on dike, 
Heskow drove to Kennedy airport for his flight to Mexico City, 
where he would disappear from the civilized world with fake 
passports he had prepared years ago. 

Details had been settled. The flower sheds had been emptied; 
his ex-wife would take care of selling the house and put the 
proceeds in the bank for their son’s college expenses. Heskow 
had told her he would be away for two years. He told his son the 
same story, over dinner at Shun Lee’s. 

It was early evening when he got to the airport. He checked 
two suitcases, all he needed, except for the one hundred thou- 
sand dollars in one-hundred-dollar bills taped around his body 
in small pouches. He was wallpapered with money for immedi- 
ate expenses, and he had a secret account in the Caymans, hold- 
ing nearly five million dollars. Thank God, because he certainly 
could not apply for Social Security. He was proud that he had 
^ lived a prudent life and had not squandered his bankroll on 
gambling, women, or other foolishness. 

Heskow checked in for his flight and boarding pass. Now he 
only carried a briefcase with his false ID and passports. 
left his car at permanent parking; his ex-wife would ^ 
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and hold it for him. 

His was at least an hour early for his flight. He felt a little 
uneasy being unarmed, but be had to pass the detectors to get 
on the flight, and he would be able to get plenty of weaponry’ 
from his contacts in Mexico City. 

To pass the time he bought some magazines in the bookshop 
and then went to the terminal cafeteria. He loaded up a tray 
with dessert and coffee and sat down at one of the small tables. 
He looked through the magazines and ate his dessert, a false 
strawberry tart covered with fake whipped cream. Suddenly 
he was aware that someone was sitting down at his table. 
He looked up and saw Detective Aspinella Washington. Like 
everyone, he was entranced by the square, dark green eye patch. 
It gave him a lluttcr of panic. She looked much more beautiful 
than he remembered. 

"Hi. John.” she said. “You never did come to visit me in the 
hospital.” 

He was so flustered he took her seriously. “You know I 
couldn't do that, Detcciiva But 1 was sorry to hear about your 
misfortune." 

Aspinella gave him a huge smile. “1 was kidding, John. But 1 
did want to have a little chat with you before your flight." 

“Sure.” Heskow said. He expected he would have to pay off, 
and he had ten grand in the briefcase ready for just such 
surprises. "I'm glad to sec you looking so well. I was svorried 
about you." 

"No shit.' Aspinella .said, her one eye glittering like a hawk's. 
"Too bad about Paul. We were good fnends, you know, besides 
his being my boss.” 

"That was a shame," Heskow said. He even gave a little cluck, 
which made Aspinella smile. 

“1 don t h.avc to show you my badge," Aspinella said. 
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‘•Right?" She paused. “I ^nt yo’j to come vdth me to a little 
fflterrogation room v/e h&'e here in the temiinal. Gh e me some 
good interesting ansp/ers. and you can catch jom night. 

“OK,'' Heskow said. He rose to his feet clutching his brief- 
case 

“And no funny business or HI shoot you dead. Funny thing. 
I’m a better shot v-ith just one eye.” She rose and took his arm 
and led him to a stainvay up to the mezzanine, which held the 
administrative offices of the airlines. She led him down a long 
hallway and unlocked an office door. Heskow was surprised not 
only by the largeness of the room but by the banks of TV moni- 
tors on the walls, at least twenty screens, monitored by two men 
who sat in soft armchairs and studied them as they ate sand- 
wiches and drank coffee. One of the men stood up and said, 
“Hey, Aspinella, what’s up?” 

“I’m going to have a private chat vvith this guy in the interro- 
gation room. Lock us in.” 

“Sure” the man said. “You want one of us in there with 
you?” 

“Nah, It’s just a friendly chat.” 

“Oh, one of your famous friendly chats,” the man said, and 
lughcd. He looked at Heskow closely. “I saw you on the 
crecns down in the terminal. Strawberry tart, right?” He led 
hem to a door in the back of the room and unlocked it. After 
leskow and Aspinella entered the interrogation room he 
ocked the door behind them. 

Heskow was reassured now that there were other people 
nvolved. The interrogation chamber was disarming, with a 
much, a desk and three comfortable-looking chairs. In one 
:omcr was a water cooler with paper cups. The pink walls were 
decorated with photographs and paintings of flying machines. 
Aspinella made Heskow sit in a chair facing the desk, on 
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which she sat and looked down at him. 

"Can we get on with it? Heskow asked. “I cannot afford tcf 
miss that flight.” 

Aspinella didn’t ans^ver. She reached out and took Heskow's 
briefcase from his lap. Heskow twitched. She opened it and 
leafed through the contents, including the stacks of one- 
hundred-dollar bills. She studied one of the false passports, 
then put everything back in the briefcase and returned it to 
him. 

“You’re a very clever man,” she said. “You knew it was time 
to run. \Vho told you I was after you?” 

“Why would you be after me?” Heskow asked. He was more 
confident now that she had given him back his briefcase. 

Aspinella lifted her eye patch so that he could see the 
wretched crater. But Heskow did not flinch: he had seen much 
worse in his day. 

“You cost me that eye,” she said. “Only you could have in- 
formed and set Paul and me up." 

Heskow spoke with the utmost sincerity, which had been 
one of his best weapons in his profession. “You’re wrong, 
absolutely wrong. If 1 did that, 1 would have kept the money— 
you can sec that. Look, I really have to catch that flight.” He 
unbuttoned his shirt and tore a piece of tape. Two packets of 
money appeared on the table. “That’s yours, and the money in 
the briefcase That's thirty grand.” 

“Gee” Aspinella said. "Thirty grand. That’s a lot of money 
for just one eye. OK. But you have to tell me the name of the 
guy who paid you to set us up.” 

Heskow made up his mind. His one chance was to get on that 
flight. He knew she wasn’t bluffing. He had dealt with too many 
homicidal maniacs in his line of work to misjudge her. 

“Listen, believe me,” he said. "1 never dreamed this guy 
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would knock off twohigh-rankmgcop^Ipstniai'-RdssIvn^ 
'Astorre Viola so he could hide out. I ue.ur he would 

do such a thing.” 

“Good,” Aspinella said. “Nov/, who paid tou for the hit on 
him?” 

“Paul knew,” Heskow said. “Didn’t he teU you? Timmona 
Portella.” 

At that Aspinella felt a surge of rage. Her fat partner had not 
only been a lousy fuck but a lying bastard as well. 

“Stand up,” she said to Heskow. Suddenly a gun appeared in 
her hand. 

Heskow was terrified. He had seen that look before, only he 
had not been the victim. For one moment he thought of his 
hidden five million dollars that would die with him, unclaimed, 
and the .five million dollars seemed a living creature. ViTiat a 
tragedy. “No,” he cried out, and huddled his body further kto 
the chair. Aspinella grabbed his hair with her free hand arid 
pulled him to his feet. She held the gun away from his 
fired. Heskow seemed to fly out of her grasp and {rashsd rr 
the floor. She knelt by his body. Half his throat had bsn 
away. Then she took her throwaway gun from hs ~r-'~ 
placed it in Heskow’s hand, and stood up. She ccrdd saris 
door being unlocked, and then the two snesr: r^ rrksd — 
with guns drawn. 

“1 had to shoot him,” she said. “"He — = — - 

then he pulled a gun. Call the tennhra! — 

homicide myself. Don’t touch arriin and d— 
your sight.” ~ 


The ne.xt night Po.-rslia ~ 
daughter had ahead}- 'reer 
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guarded FBI station in California. Cilke, at the director’s 
orders, was at FBI headquarters in New York with his full staff' 
on duty. Bill Bo.xton had been given the overall command of 
the special task force and would spring the trap at Cilke’s house 
Tlie rules of engagement were strict, however. Tlie Bureau didn’t 
want a bloodbath that would cause complaint from liberal 
groups. The FBI team would not fire unless it was fired upon. 
Every effort would be made to give the attackers a chance to 
surrender. 

As an asisistant planning officer, Kurt Cilke met with Bo.x- 
ton and the special task forces commander, a comparatively 
young man of thirty-five whose face was set in the rigid lines 
of command. But his skin was gray and he had a regrettable 
dimple in his chin. His name was Scstak and his accent was 
pure Harvard. They met in Cilke's office. 

"1 expect you to be in constant communication with me 
during the operation,” Cilke said. "The rules of engagement 
will be strictly observed." 

"Don t worry," Boxlon said. "\Vc have a hundred men with 
firepower that e.xceeds theirs. They will surrender.” 

Scstak said in a soft voice, "I have another hundred men to 
establish a perimeter. \Vc let them in but vve don't let them out." 

Good. Cilke said, “When you capture them you will ship 
them to our New York interrogation center. I'm not permitted 
to take part in the interrogation, but 1 want information as soon 
as possible." 

Wiat if something goes wrong and they wind up dead?" 
Scstak asked. 

Then there will be an internal investigation and the direc- 
tor will be very unhappy. Now. here's the reality: They will be 
arrested for conspirticy to commit murder, and thev will get out 
on bail. Tlien they will vanish into South America. So wc have 
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only a few days to interrogate them.” 

■ ■ Boxton looked at Cilke with a little smile. Sestak said to 
Cilke in his cultured tone, “I think that would make you terri- 
bly unhappy.” 

“Sure, it bothers me,” Cilke said. “But the director has to 
worry about political complications. Conspiracy charges are 
always tricky.” 

“I see,” Sestak said. “So your hands are tied.” 

“That’s right,” Cilke said. 

Boxton said quietly, “It’s a damn shame, they can attempt the 
murder of a federal officer and get off.” 

Sestak was looking at them both with an amused smile. His 
gray skin took on a reddish tinge. “You’re preaching to the 
choir,” he said. “Anyway, these operations always go wrong. 
^ Guys with guns always think they can’t be shot. Very funny 
thing about human nature.” 


That night Boxton accompanied Sestak to the operational area 
around Cilke’s home in New Jersey. Lights had been left on in 
the house to make it look like someone was home. Also there 
were three cars parked in the driveway to give the impression 
that the house guards were inside. The cars were booby-trapped 
so that if they were started, they would blow up. Otherwise 
Boxton could see nothing. 

\\Tiere the hell are your hundred men?” Boxton asked 
Sestak. 

^ Sestak gave him a huge grin. “Pretty good, huh? They’re all 
around here, and even you can’t see them. They already have 
lines of fire. Wlien the attackers come in, the road will be sealed 
behind them. We’ll have a basket full of rats.” 

Boxton remained at Sestak’s side at a command post fifty 
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yards from the house. With them was a communications team 
of four men who wore camouflage to match the patch of woods' 
they used as cover. Sestak and his team were armed with rifles, 
but Boxton only had his handgun. 

“I don’t want you in the fighting,” Sestak told Boxton. 
“Besides, that weapon you carry is useless here.” 

“^Vhy not?” Boxton said. “I’ve been waiting my whole career 
to shoot the bad guys.” 

Sestak laughed. “Not today. My team is protected by execu- 
tive order from any legal inquiries or prosecution. You’re not,” 

“But I’m in command,” Boxton said. 

“Not when wc become operational,” Sestak told him coolly. 
“Then I'm in sole command. 1 make all the decisions. Even the 
director can’t supersede me.” 

They waited together in the darkness. Boxton looked at his 
watch. It was ten minutes to midnight. One of the communica- 
tions team whispered to Sestak, “Five cars filled with men arc 
on approach to the house. The road behind them has been 
sealed. Estimated time of arrival is five minutes. 

Sestak was wearing infrared goggles that gave him night 
vision. “OK." he said. “Send the word. Don’t fire unless fired 
upon or at my order." 

They waited. Suddenly five cars raced to the driveway and 
men spilled out. One of them immediately threw a firebomb 
into Cilke’s house, breaking a pane of glass and sending a thin 
blaze of red fire inside the room. 

Then suddenly the whole area was flooded with bright 
searchlights that froze the group of twenty attackers. At the 
same time a helicopter whirred overhead with glaring lights. 
Loudspeakers roared a message into the night. “This is the FBI. 
Throw away your weapons and lie on the ground.” 

Dazzled by the light and the helicopters, the trapped men 
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Kurt Cilke prepared for another meeting rvith the director in 
Washington. He had his notes with an outline of what he would 
say and a report on all the circumstances of the attack on his 
home. 

As always. Bill Boxton would accompany him, but this time 
it was at the express wish of the director. 


Cilke and Boxton were in the director's olTice with its row of 
TV monitors showing reports of activities of the local FBI 
oBlcc. The director, always courteous, shook hands with both 
men and invited them to sit down, though he gave Boxton a 
cold, fishy look. Two of his deputies were in attendance. 

Gentlemen,” he said, addressing the whole group. “We have 
to clean up this mess. We cannot allow such an outrageous act 
to go without answering it with all our resources, Cilke, do you 
want to st.ay on the job or take retirement?” 

“I stay.” Cilke said. 


The diremor turned to Boxton. and his lean aristocnitic fac, 

i- ii A charge. How is it that all the attacker 

<■ I c and we have no one to interrogate? Wlio gave th< 
order to fire? You? And on what grounds?” 

Boxton sat up m his chair stiffly. ‘'Sir,” he said, ‘‘the attacker- 
thaw a bomb in the house and opened fire. There was no 


The director sighed. One 
scorn. 


of his deputies 


gave a grunt of 


‘•DidZ'i"" The director s 

D<d he try-, at least, for one prisoner?” 

“Sestnk 

cry cfflcicnt tactician in the field." 

there hasn’t been any fuss by the media or the piibl 
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the director said. “But I must say 1 consider it a bloodbath. 

“Yes, it was,” volunteered one of the deputies. 

“Weil, it can’t be helped,” the director said. “Cilke, have you 

come up with an operational plan? 

Cilke had felt a surge of anger at their criticism, but he 

answered calmly. “I want a hundred men assigned to my of- 
fice. I want you to request a full audit of the Aprile banks. I 
am going into deep background on everyone involved in this 
business.” 

The' director said, “You don’t feel any debt to this Astorre 
Viola for saving you and your family?” 

“No,” Cilke said. “You have to know these people. First they 
get you into trouble, then they help you out.” , 

The director said, “Remember, one of our primary interests 
is to appropriate the Aprile banks. Not only because we benefit 
but because those banks are destined to be a center for laun- 
dering drug money. And through them we get Portella and 
Tulippa. We have to look at this as global. Astorre Viola refuses 






to sell the banks, and the syndicate is trying to eliminate him. 
So far they’ve failed. We have learned that the two hired killers 
who shot the Don have disappeared. Two detectives in the 
NYPD were blown up.” 

Astorre is cunning and elusive, and he isn’t involved in any 
rackets, Cilke told them, “so we can’t really put something on 
him.” “Now, the syndicate may succeed in getting rid of him, 
and the children will sell the banks to them. Then I’m sure in a 
couple of years they will step over the line.” 


It was not unusual for government law enforcement to play a 
long game, especially with the drug people. But to do so they 
had to permit crimes to be committed. 


“We’ve played it long before,” the director 
doesn’t mean you give Portella carte blanche.” 


said. “But that 
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“Of course,” Cilke said. He knew that everyone was speaking 
for the record. 

“I’ll give fifty men,” the director said. “And I’ll request a full 
audit of the banks just to shake things up.” 

One of the deputies said, “We have audited them before and 
never found anything.” 

“There’s always a chance,” Cilke said. “Astorre is no banker, 
and he could have made mistakes.” 

“Yes,” the director said, “One little slip is all the attorney 
general needs.” 


Back in New York Cilke met with Boxton and Sestak to plan 
his campaign. “We're getting fifty more men to investigate the 
attack on my home," he told them. “We have to be very careful. 
I want everything you can get on Astorre Viola. I want to go 
into the blowing up of the detectives. I want all the dope on the 
disappearance of the Sturzo brothers and all the information 
we can get on the syndicate. Zero in on Astorre and also Detec- 
tive Washington. She has a reputation for bribe taking and 
brutality, and the story she gives of getting blown up and all 
that money at the scene is very fishy.” 

\Vhat about this guy Tulippa?” Boxton asked. “He can leave 
the country anytime.” 

Tulippa is touring the country giving spcaches for drug 
legalization and also collecting his blackmail payment from big 
companies.” 

“Can’t we nail him on that?” Sestak asked. 

No, Sestak, Cilke said. ”He has an insurance company and 
sells them insurance. We might be able to make a case, but the 
business people oppose it. They’ve solved the safety problem of 
their personnel in South America. And Portella has no place 
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;ogo.” 

Sestak grinned at him coldly. “What are the rules of engage- 
ment here?” 

Cilke said smoothly, “The director ordered no more mas- 
sacres, but protect yourself. Especially against Astorre.” 

“In other words, we can leave Astorre for dead,” Sestak said. 

Cilke seemed lost in thou^t for a moment. “If necessary,” he 
replied. 


It was only a week later that the federal auditors swarmed over 
the Aprile bank records and Cilke came personally to see Mr. 
Pryor in his office. 

Cilke shook his hand and then said genially, “I always like to 
meet personally with people I may have to send to prison. Now, 
can you help us in any way and get off the train before it’s too 
late?” 

Mr. Pryor looked at the young man with a benevolent con- 
cern. “Really?” he said. “You are completely on the wrong track, 
I assure you. I run these banks impeccably according to national 
and international law.” 

Well, I just wanted you to know that I’m tracking down 
your background and everyone else’s,” Cilke said. “And I hope 
you are all clean. Especially the Sturzo brothers.” 

Mr. Pryor smiled at him. “We are immaculate.” 

After Cilke left, Mr. Pryor leaned back in his chair. The situa- 
tion was becoming alarming. What if they tracked down Rosie? 

He sighed. What a shame. He would have to do something 
about her. 


When 


Cilke notified Nicole that he wanted her and Astorre in 
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his office the next day. he still did not have a true understand- 
ing of Astorre’s character, nor did he wish to. He just felt the 
contempt he had for anyone who broke the law. He did not 
understand the resolve of a true Mafioso. 

Astorre bcliewd in the old tradition. His followers loved him 
not only because of his charisma but because he valued honor 
above all. 

A tnie Mafioso was strong enough in his will to avenge any 
insult to his person or his cosca. He could never submit to the 
will of another person or government agency. And in this lay 
his power. His own will was paramount; justice vras what he 
decreed justice must be. His saving of Cilke and his family was 
a flaw in his character. Still, he went with Nicole to Cilke’s office 
vaguely expecting some thanks, a relaxation of Cilke’s hostility. 

It was evident that careful arrangements had been made to 
receive them. Two security men searched Astorre and Nicole 
before the> entered Cilke’s offica Cilke himself stood behind 
his desk and glared at them. Without any sign of friendliness he 
gestured them to sit down. One of the guards locked them all in 
and wailed outside the door. 

“Is this being recorded?’’ Nicole asked. 

“Yc.s.” Cilke said, “Audio and video. 1 don’t want any mis- 
understanding about this meeting.’’ He paused for a moment. 
“I want you to understand that nothing has changed. I consider 
you a piece of scum 1 won’t allow to live in this country. 1 don’t 
buy this Don bullshit. I don’t buy your story' about the infor- 
mant. 1 think you engineered this with him and then betrayed 
your conspirator to gain more lenient treatment from me. 1 
despise such trickery.” 

Astorre was astonished that Cilke had penetrated so near to 
the truth. He looked at him with new respect. And yet his feel- 
ings were hurt. The man had no gratitude, no respect for a man 


omertA • 267 

who had saved him and his family. He smiled at the contradic- 
tions within himself. 

“You think it’s funny, one of your Mafia jokes,” Cilke said. 
“I’ll wipe that smile ofF your face in two seconds.” 

He turned to Nicole. “First, the Bureau demands that you 
tell us the true circumstances of how you got this information. 
Not that phony story your cousin gave. I’m surprised at you, 
counselor. I’m thinking of charging you as coconspirator.” 

Nicole said coolly, “You can try, but I suggest you take it to 
your director first.” 

^Vho told you about the attack on my house?” Cilke asked. 
"We want the true informant.” 

Astorre shrugged. “Take it or leave it,” he said. 

Neither, Cilke said coldly. “Let’s get this straight. You are 
just another dirtbag. Another murderer. I know you blew up 
Di Benedetto and Washington. We’re looking into the disap- 
pearance of the two Sturzo brothers in L.A. You killed three of 
Portella’s hoods, and you took part in a kidnapping. We’re 
going to get you in the long run. And then you’ll be just another 

piece of shit.” 

For the first time Astorre seemed to lose some of his com- 
posure, and his mask of affability slipped. He caught Nicole 
watching him with a sort of terrified pity. And so he permitted 
some of his anger to escape. 

1 don t expect favors from you,” he said to Cilke. “You don’t 
even know what honor means. I saved the lives of your wife and 
aug ter. They could be lying underground if it wasn’t for me. 
ow you invite me here to abuse me. Your wife and daughter 
are a ivc because of me. Show me respect for that at least.” 

M , ' nothing,” he said, and he 

»cit a tcmble anger at being in Astorre’s debt. 

storre rose from his seat to walk out of the room, but a 
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security guard pushed him down. 

“I’m going to make your life miserable,” Cilke said. 

Aslorre shrugged. “Do what you like. But let me tell you this. 
1 know you helped put Don Aprile on the spot. Just because 
you and the Bureau want to get hold of the banks.” 

At this the two security men moved toward him, but Cilke 
waved them off. “I know you can stop the attacks on my 
family,” he said. “I’m telling you now that I make it your 
responsibility.” 

From the other side of the room. Bill Boxton looked at 
Astorre and drawled, “Are you threatening a federal officer?” 

Nicole broke in. “Of course not, he is just asking for his 
help.” 

Cilke now seemed more cool. “All this for your beloved Don. 
Well, obviously you haven’t read the file 1 gave to Nicole. Your 
beloved Don was the man who killed your father when you 
were only three years old.” 

Astorre flinched and glanced at Nicole. “Is that the part you 
tried to erase?” 

Nicole nodded. “I didn’t think that part was true, and if it 
was, I didn’t think you should know. It could only hurt you.” 

Astorre felt the room begin to spin, but he kept his compo- 
sure. “It doesn’t make any difference,” he said. 

Nicole said to Cilke, “Now that everything is clear, can we 
go?” 

Cilke had an overpowering build, and as he came out from 
behind the desk he gave Astorre a playful slap on the head. 
Which surprised Cilke as much as Astorre, for he had nwr 
done such a thing before. It was a blow to show his contempt, 
which masked true hatred. He realized that he could never 
forget Astorre saving his family. As for Astorre, he looked 
steadily into Cilke’s face. He understood exactly how Cilke felt- 




270 • MARIO PUZO 

see Cilke’s wife and daughter kiiied. 

“You did well,” Craxxi said. 

Astorre said, “You haven’t answered my question.” 

“Because it is complicated.” Craxxi said. “You were the 
newborn son of a great Mafia chief in Sicily, eighty years old, 
and head of a very powerful cosca. Your mother was very 
young when she died in childbirth. The old Don was in ex- 
tremis, and he summoned myself. Don Aprilc, and Bianco to 
his bedside. The whole of his cosca would tumble at his death, 
and he was worried about your future. He made us promise to 
look after you and chose Don Aprile to take you to America. 
There, because his wife was dying and he wanted to save you 
any more suffering, he placed you with the Viola family, which 
was a mistake, because your foster father turned out to be a 
traitor and had to be executed, Don Aprile took you into his 
home as soon as his trouble had passed. The Don had a 
macabre sense of humor, and so he arranged to have the death 
labeled suicide in the trunk of a car. Then, as you grew older, 
you showed all the traits of your real father, the great Don 
Zeno. And so Don Aprile made the decision that you would 
be the defender of his family. Sc he sent you to Sicily to be 
trained.” 

Astorre was not really surprised. Somewhere in his memory 
was a picture of a very old man and a ride on a funeral hearse. 

“Yes," Astorre said slowly, "and I am trained. I know how to 
take the ofTensivc, Still, Portella and Tulippa are well protected. 
And I have to wony' about Grazricila. The only one I could kill 
is the consul general, Marriano Rubio. Meanwhile, I have Cilke 
hounding me. I don’t even know where to start." 

“You must never never strike at Cilke,” Don Craxxi said. 

“Yes,” Mr. Pryor said. “That would be disastrous.” 

Astorre smiled at them reassuringly. “Agreed,” he said. 
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“TTicrc is some good news,” Craxxi told him. “Grazziella, in 
Corlcone, has requested Bianco in Palermo to arrange a meet- 
ing with you. Bianco will send you word to come within a 
month. He may be your key.” 


Tulippa, Portella, and Rubio, met in the conference room of 
the Peruvian consulate. In Sicily, Michael Grazziella expressed 
his profoundest regret that he w'as unable to attend. 

Inzio opened the meeting without his usual South American 
charm. He was impatient. “We must solve the question; Do we 
get the banks or not? I’ve invested millions of dollars, and I am 
very disappointed in the results.” 

“Astorre is like a ghost,” Portella said. “We can’t get at him. 
He won’t take more money. We have to kill him. Then the 
others will sell.” 

Inzio turned to Rubio. “You’re sure your little love will 
agree?” 

“1 will persuade her,” Rubio said. 

“And the two brothers?” Inzio asked. 

“They have no interest in vendetta,” Rubio said. “Nicole has 
assured me.” 

“There is only one way,” Portella said. “Kidnap Nicole and 
then lure Astorre out to rescue her.” 

Rubio protested. “VVTiy not one of the brothers?” 

“Because now' Marcantonio is heavily guarded,” Portella 
said. “And we can’t fuck around wth Valerius because army 
intelligence will come down on us, and they are a \icious 
bunch." 

Tulippa turned to Rubio. “I will not hear any more of that 
bullshit from you. NVhy should we risk billions of dollars to go 
easy on your girlfriend?” 
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"It's ju’it tliat \vc liicil Unit trick bclbrc," Rubio said. "And 
ivmcmbci, sin', bus licr bodyf.uurd.” lie was hcitip, very carcfut. 
It would Ih; disiuitious lor ’ruiipiia to be aii}?ry with him. 

" riio bodyfuiuul is no problem," I’orlclla said, 

"Well, ri! po aloii)! witli you as lonp as Nicole doesn't pet 
hull," Riiliio said. 


M an iano Rulno set Ihinps up by invititi)'. Nicole to the annual 
iV'tuvian ball at the consulate. On the afternoon of the ball, 
Astoiie came to visit her to tell lier he was (’oini*. to Sicily for a 
brief visit. As Nicole bathed and dressed Astorre picked up a 
puitai that Nicole kept for him and ciooned Italian love sonp.s 
with bis hoarse but pleasant voice. 

When Nicole came out of the bathroom, she wtis completely 
naked except lot the while batluobe ovei her arm, Asioric was 
neatly oveiwlielmed by Iter beauty, wiiicli was imldeii in her 
eveivday dicss Wlieii she tcaehed htm. he look the batlirolx; 
and diaped it atound Itei 

She moved into liis anus ami siplicd, "You don’t love me 
anytiiote " 

"You don't know who I teally iiiii." Asionc said, laujihinp, 
"We'ie not kals auymoie." 

"Hut 1 know von'ie pood." Nicole saal "You saved C'ilkcand 
his fiiiitily Who Is yoin infonuanl'.’" 

Astotie laup.hed apaiii. "None of your luismcss." 'I'licit he 
went into the Itvinp, room to avoid any more qitesfiitiis. 


That iiipht Nicole altcndetl the ball accomptiiiied by Helene, 
who had a lietter time than she vlid. She understood tliat Unhio, 
as host, eotiUI not itay her s(rceial allciition, Ibit he hail ar- 
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ranged for a limo for the night. 

After the ball, the limo took her to the front of her apart- 
ment. Helene got out before her. But before they could enter 
her building, four men surrounded them. Helene bent down to 
her ankle holster, but she was too late. One of the men fired a 
bullet into her head, forcing her crown of flowers to bloom into 
blood. 

At that moment another group of men came out of the 
shadows. Three of the attackers fled, and Astorre, who had dis- 
creetly followed Nicole to the ball, had her behind his back. 
The shooter of Helene had been disarmed. 

“Get her out of here,” Astorre said to one of the men. He 
held the gun on the killer and demanded, “OK, who sent you?” 

The killer seemed unafraid. “Fuck you,” he said. 

Nicole saw Astorre’s face go cold just before he fired a bullet 
into the man’s chest. He strode closer and grabbed the man 
by the hair as he fell, then fired another bullet into his head. 
At that moment she saw what her father must have been. She 
vomited over Helene’s body. Astorre turned to her with a re- 
gretful smile on his lips. Nicole could not look at him. 

Astorre brought her up into her apartment. He instructed 
her on what to tell the police, that she had fainted as soon as 
Helene was shot and had seen nothing. When he left, she called 
the police. 


The next day, after arranging an around-the-clock bodyguard 
for Nicole, Astorre flew to Sicily to meet with Graaziella and 
Bianco in Palermo. He followed his usual route, flying first 
down to Mexico and there boarding a private jet to Palermo, so 
there would be no record of his journey. 

In Palermo he u-as met by Octavius Bianco, now so well 
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groomed and elegant in the Palermo style that it was hard to 
remember him as a bearded and ferocious bandit. Bianco svas 
delighted to see Astorre and embraced him svith affection. They 
were driven out to Bianco’s villa at the seashore. 

“So you’re in trouble in America,” Bianco said in the villa’s 
courtyard, which was decorated with statues of the old Roman 
Empire. “But I have some good nervs for you.” Then he digres- 
sed to ask, "Your wound. Does it give you trouble?” 

Astorre touched the gold chain. “No," he said, “It just ruined 
my singing voice. Now I’m a croaker instead of a tenor.” 

“Better a baritone than a soprano,” Bianco said, laughing. 
“Italy has many tenors anyway. One less won’t hurt. You arc a 
true Mafioso, and that’s what we need.” 

Astorre smiled and began to think of that day so long ago 
when he went swimming. Now, instead of the sharp sting of 
betrayal, he only remembered how he felt when he woke up. He 
touched the amulet at his throat and said, “What’s the good 
news?” 

“1 have made peace with the Corlconisi and Grazziella,” 
Bianco said. "He was never involved in the killing of Don 
Aprilc. He came into the syndicate aftenvard. But now he feels 
dissatisfied with PortcUa and TuUppa. He thinks they arc too 
rash and bunglers besides. He disapproved of the attempt on 
the federal agent. And he also has enormous respect for you. 
He knows you from your service svith me. He sees you as a 
remarkably hard man to kill. Now he wants to drop any previ- 
ous vendettas with you and help you." 

Astorre felt relief His task would be easier if he did not have 
to worry about Gra 2 ziella. 

“Tomorrow, meet us here at the villa,” Bianco said. 

“He trusts you that much?" Astorre asked. 

“He must," Bianco said. “Because without me here in Pa- 



omertA • 275 

lermo, he cannot rule Sicily. And we are more civilized today 
than when you were here last.” 


The next afternoon Michael Grazziella arrived at the villa, and 
Astorre noted he was dressed in the ultrarespectable mode of a 
Roman politician — dark suit, white shirt, and dark tie. He 
accompanied by two bodyguards dressed in a similar fashion. 
Grazziella was a small man, courteous, with a very soft voice— 
you would not have guessed he was responsible for the mumers 
of high ranking anti-Mafia magistrates. He gripped Astorre s 
hand and said, “I have come here to help you as a token of nrj 
deep esteem for our friend Bianco. Please forget the pasn "i" - 
must begin again.” 

“Thank you,” Astorre said. “It is my honor." 

Grazziella motioned to the guards, and they walks: err nrrr 
the beach. 

“So Michael,” Bianco said. “How can }-oa t£z~ 

Grazziella said, “Portella and Tulippa are -- — - 

taste. And Marriano Rubio is too dishonesr rfrri 

a clever man and qualified man. Also. NeD: is rrv nerrew aen 
1 learned you spared him, no small thing. S: ne — 

motives.” 

Astorre nodded. Beyond Graznela. re sw :ke iriarc-nmen 
waves of the Sicilian sea and glin±n:c5 mem ns rnl rean- 
rays of the Sicilian sun. He bad a sri^ -w— - — - - — , 
and a pang because he kne^- he Inn n hara .-C hr: ^ ikrn- 
iar to him as America code rer- ire. hmeh n-he; -r— 

of Palermo, the sound c." inhan rriry h± -^n ^ ^ 

language more natird to rrn nan r-n 

attention to Grazziella. “Sr -sha: car 

“The sjTidicate vnmn me tr mesr ~ - - 
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Grazziella said. “I can inform you as to the whereabouts and 
the security. If you take drastic action, I can then give you 
refuge in Sicily, and if they try to extradite you, I have friends in 
Rome who can stop the process.” 

“You have that kind of power?” Astorre asked. 

“Certainly,” Gra22iena said with a little shrug. “How could 
we exist otherwise? But you must not be too rash.” 

Astorre knew he was referring to Cilka He smiled at Graz- 
ziella. “1 would never do anything rash.” 

Grazziella smiled politely and said, “Your enemies are my 
enemies, and I pledge myself to your causa” 

“I assume you will not be at the meeting,” Astorre said. 

Grazziella smiled at him again. “At the last moment I will be 
detained; I will not be present.” 

“And when will this be?" Astorre asked. 

“Within a month,” Grazziella said. 


After Grazziella left, Astorre said to Bianco, “Really, tell ma 
why IS he doing this?" 

Bianco smiled at him in appreciation. “How easily you 
understand Sicily. All the reasons that he gave were valid. But 
there is a primary motive he did not mention.” He hesitated. 
“Tulippa and Portella have been cheating him out of his cor- 
rect share of the drug money, and he would soon have to go 
to war over that in any case. He could never tolerate that. 
He thinks highly of you, and it would be perfect if you wiped 
out his enemies and became his ally. He’s a very clever man, 
Grazziella.” 

That evening Astorre walked along the beach and thought 
about what he should do. Finally the end of the war was 
coming. 
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Mr. Pryor had no worries about controlling the Aprilc banks 
and defending them against the authorities. But when the FBI 
flooded New York following the assassination attempt on Cilke, 
he became a little concerned about what they would dig up. 
Especially after Cilke’s visit. 

In his early youth Mr. Pryor had been one of the prized 
assassins of the Palermo Mafia. But he had seen the light and 
gone into banking, where his natural charm, intelligence, and 
criminal connections ensured his success. In essence, he became 
a Mafia banker to the world. He was soon an expert in currency- 
rate storms and the stashing of black money. He also had a 
talent for buying legitimate businesses at good prices. Eventu- 
ally he had emigrated to England because the fairness of the 
English system could better protect his wealth than the bribery 
in Italy. 

However, his long arm still stretched out to Palermo and the 
United States. And he was the prime banker for Bianco’s cosca 
in their control of construction in Sicily. He also was the link 
between the Aprile banks and Europe. 

Now, with all the police activity, he was reminded of a possi- 
ble danger point: Rosie. She could link Astorre to the Sturzo 
brothers. Also, Mr. Pryor knew Astorre had a weak spot and 
still took some comfort in Rosie’s charms. This did not make 
him respect Astorre any less; this weakness in men had existed 
since the beginning of recorded time. And Rosie was such a 
Mafioso girl. Who could resist her? But as much as he admired 
the girl, he did not think it wise to have her around. 

So he decided to take a part in this affair as he had once done 
in London. He knew he would not win Astorre’s approval for 
such an act— he knew Astorre’s character and did not undesti- 
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mate his dangerousness. But Astorre was always a reason- 
able man. Pryor would persuade him after the fact, and Astorre 
would recognize the sagacity behind the deed. 

But it had to be done. So Mr. Pryor called Rosie one evening. 
She was delighted to hear from him, especially when he assured 
her he had good news. When he hung up the phone he let out a 
sigh of regret. 

He took his two nephews with him as drivers and body- 
guards. He left one in the car outside the building and took the 
other up with him to Rosie’s apartment. 

Rosie greeted them by ninning into Mr. Pryor's arms, star- 
tling his nephew, who made a motion inside his jacket. 

She had made coffee and served a dish of pastries that she 
said were specially imported from Naples. They tasted nothing 
like it to Mr. Pryor, who considered himself to be an expert in 
such matters. 

"Ah. you're such a sweet girl," Mr. Pryor said. To his nephew 
he said. "Here, try one." But the nephew had retreated into a 
corner of the room and sat in a chair to watch this little comedy 
his uncle was playing. 

Rosie thumped Mr. Pryor’s homburg lying beside him and 
said mischics’ously. "1 like your English bowler better. You didn’t 
look so stuck-up then.” 

“Ah," Mr. Pryor said with great good humor, “when one 
changes one's country, one must always change one’s hat. And, 
my dear Rosie, I’m here to ask you a great favor." 

He caught her slight hesitation before she clapped her hands 
in glee. “Oh, you know I will," she said. "I owe you so much.” 
Mr. Pryor was softened by her sweetness, but what had to be 
done had to be done. 

“Rosie,” he said, “I want you to arrange your affairs so that 
tomorrow you can leave for Sicily, but just for a short time. 
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Astorre is waiting for you there, and you must delh’er some 
papers to him from me, in the strictest confidence. He misses 
you and w-ants to show you Sicily.” 

Rosie blushed. “He really wants to see me?” 

“Of course,” Mr. Pry'or said. 

The truth was that Astorre was on his v,-ay home from Sicily 
and would be in New York the following night. Rosie and 
Astorre would ctoss paths over the Atlantic Ocean in their 
separate planes. 

Rosie now became businesslike as a form of coyness. “I can’t 
get away so quickly,” she said. “I’d need to get reservations, go 
to the bank, and a lot of other little things.” 

“Don’t think me presumptuous,” Mr. Pryor said. “But I’ve 
arranged e%-erything.” 

He took a long white envelope from inside his jacket. “This is 
your plane ticket,” he said. “First-class. And also ten thousand 
American dollars to do some last-minute shopping and for 
travel expenses. My nephev.-, sitting there dazzled in the corner, 
will pick you up in his limousine tomorrow morning. In Pa- 
lermo you will be met by Astorre or one of his friends.” 

“I ha%-c to be back after a week,” Rosie said. “I have to take 
some tests for my doctorate.” 

“Don't concern yourself,” Mr. Pryor said. “You will not have 
to worr>- about missing j'our tests. I promise. Have I ever failed 
you?” His voice was sweetly avuncular. But he was thinking, 
what a pity that Rosie would never see America again. 

They drank coffee and ate the pastries. The nephew again 
, refused refreshments though Rosie begged him prettily. Their 
chat was inlcrrupted when the phone rang. Rosie picked it up. 
Oh, Astorre,’ she said. “Are you calling from Sicily? Mr. Pryor 
told me. He’s sitting right here harms coffee.” 

Mr. Prj-or continued to sip his coffee calmly, but his nephew 
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rose from his chair and then sat down again when Mr. Pryor 
gave him a commanding look. 

Rosie was silent and looked qucstioningly at Mr. Pryor, who 
nodded at her reassuringly. 

“Yes, he was arranging for me to meet you in Sicily for a 
week,’’ Rosie said. She paused to listen. “Yes, of course I'm 
disappointed. I’m sorry you had to come back unexpectedly. So 
you want to talk to him? No? OK, I’ll tell him.” She hung up 
the phone. 

“What a shame,” she said to Mr. Pryor. "He had to come 
back early. But he wants you to wait here for him. He said about 
half an hour.” 

Mr. Pryor reached for another pastry. “Certainly,” he said. 

“He’ll explain everything when he gets here,” Rosie said. 
“More coffee?” 

Mr. Pryor nodded, then sighed. “You would have had such a 
wonderful lime in Sicily. Too bad.” He imagined her burial in a 
Sicilian cemetery, how sad that would have been. 

"Go down and wait in the car,” he told his nephew. 

Tlic young man rose reluctantly, and Mr. Pryor made a shoo- 
ing motion. Rosie let him out of the apartment. Tlicn he gave 
Rosie his most concerned smile and asked, "Have you been 
happy these last years?" 


Astorre had arrived a day early and been picked up by AUio 
Monza at the small airport in New Jersey. He had, of course, 
tnivelcd by private jet under a false passport. It was only on 
impulse that he had called Rosie, out of a desire to see her and 
spend a relaxing night with her. \Vlicn Rosie told him that Mr. 
Pryor was in her apartment, his senses raced with the signals 
of danger. As for her trip to Sicily, he understood Mr. Pryor’s 
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plans immediately. He tried to control his anger. Mr. Pryor had 
, wanted to do the right thing according to his experience. But it 
was too big a price to pay for safety. 

When Rosie opened the door, she flew into his arms. Mr. 
Pryor rose from his chair, and Astorre went to him and em- 
braced him. Mr. Pryor concealed his surprise — ^Astorre was not 
usually so affectionate. 

Then, to Mr. Pryor’s astonishment, Astorre said to Rosie, 
“Go to Sicily tomorrow as we planned and I’ll join you there in 
a few days. We’ll have a great time.” 

“Great,” Rosie said. “I’ve never been to Sicily.” 

Astorre said to Mr. Pryor, “Thanks for arranging everything.” 
Then he turned to Rosie again. “I can’t stay,” he said. “I’ll see 
you in Sicily. Tonight I have some important business to do with 
Mr. Pryor. So start getting ready for your trip. And don’t bring 
too many clothes; we can go shopping in Palermo.” 

“OK,” Rosie said. She kissed Mr. Pryor on the cheek and 
gave Astorre a long embrace and a lingering kiss. Then she 
opened the door to let them out. 

NVhen the two men were out in the street, Astorre told Mr. 
Pryor, “Come with me to my car. Tell your nephews to go 
home — you won’t need them tonight.” 

It was only then that Mr. Pryor felt a little nervous. “I was 
doing it for your own good,” he said to Astorre. 

In the backseat of Astorre’s car, Monza driving, Astorre 
turned to Mr. Piy'or. “Nobody appreciates you more than I do,” 
he said. “But am I the chief or am I not?” 

“Without question,” Mr. Pryor said. 

' It was a problem I have been meaning to address,” Astorre 
said. “I recognize the danger and I’m glad you made me act. 
But I need her. We can take some risks. So here are my instruc- 
tions. In Sicily, supply her with a luxurious house with servants. 
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She can enroll at Palermo University. She will have a very 
generous allowance, and Bianco will introduce her to the best 
of Sicilian society. We will make her happy there, and Bianco 
can control any problem that may arise. I know you don’t 
approve of my affection for her, but that’s something I can’t 
help. I count on her faults to help her be happy in Palermo. She 
has a weakness for money and pleasure, but who doesn’t? So 
now I hold you responsible for her safety. No accidents.” 

“I’m very fond of the girl myself, as you know,” Mr. Pryor 
said. “A truly Mafioso girl. Are you going back to Sicily?” 

“No,” Astorre said. “We have more important business.” 


CHAPTER 13 


O NCE NICOLE gave the waiter her order, she focused 
intently on Marriano Rubio. She must deliver two impor- 
tant messages on this day, and she wanted to be certain she got 
both of them right. 

Rubio had chosen the restaurant, a classy French bistro 
where waiters hovered nervously with tall varnished pepper 
mills and long straw baskets of crusty fresh bread. Rubio 
disliked the food, but he knew the maitre d’, so he was assured 
a good table in a quiet comer. He brought his women there 
often. 

“You’re quieter than usual tonight,” he said, reaching across 
the table for her hand. Nicole felt a shiver run through her 
body. She realized that she hated him for having that power 
over her, and she pulled her hand away. “Are you all right?” he 
asked. 

“It’s been a difficult day,” she said, 

“Ah,” he said with a sigh, “the price of working with snakes.” 
Rubio had no regard for Nicole’s law firm. “Why do you put up 
with them? Why don’t you let me take care of you instead?” 

Nicole wondered how many other women had fallen for his 
line and then thro^vn away their careers to be with him. 

Don’t tempt me,” she said flirtatiously. 
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This surprised Rubio, who knew Nicole was devoted to her 
career. But this was what he had hoped. “Let me take care of, 
you,” he repeated. “Besides, how many more corporations can 
you sue?” 

One of the waiters opened a cold bottle of white wine, 
offered Rubio the cork to smell, and poured a small amount 
into an elegant crystal wineglass. Rubio tasted it and nodded. 
Then he turned his attention back to Nicole. 

“I’d quit right now,” she said, “but there are some pro bono 
cases I want to see through.” She sipped her wina “Lately, Tve 
been thinking a lot about banking.” 

Rubio’s eyes narrowed. “Well,” he said, “lucky for you that 
banks run in the family.” 

“Yes,” Nicole agreed, “but unfortunately my father didn’t 
believe women were capable of running a business. So I have to 
stand by and watch my crazy cousin screw things up.” She V 
raised her head to look at him w'hen she added, “By the way, 
Astorre thinks you’re out to get him.” 

Rubio tried to look amused. “Really? And how would I 
accomplish this?” 

“Oh, I don't know,” Nicole said, annoyed. “Remember, this 
is a guy who sells macaroni for a living. He’s got flour on the 
brain. He says you %vant to use the bank for money laundering 
and who knows what else. He even tried to con^ance me that 
you were trying to kidnap me,” Nicole knew she had to be care- 
ful here. “But 1 can’t believe that. 1 think Astorre is behind 
everything that’s been happening. He knows that my brothers 
and I w-ant to control the bank, so he’s trying to make us para- 
noid. But we’re tired of listening to him.” ^ 

Rubio studied Nicole’s face. He was proud of his ability to 
separate truth from fiction. In his years as a diplomat, he had 
been lied to by some of the most respected statesmen in the 
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world. And now, as he looked deeply into Nicole’s eyes, he 
determined she was telling him the absolute truth. 

“Just how tired are you?” he asked. 

“We’re all exhausted,” Nicole said. 

Several waiters appeared and fussed over them for long 
minutes in order to deliver their main course. When the waiters 
had finally retreated, Nicole leaned toward Rubio and whis- 
pered, “Most nights my cousin works late at his warehouse.” 

“What are you suggesting?” Rubio asked. 

Nicole lifted her knife and began to slice her main course, 
dark medallions of duck swimming in a light shimmery orange 
sauce. “I’m not suggesting anything,” she said. “But what is the 
controlling shareholder of an international bank doing spend- 
ing all his time at a macaroni warehouse? If I had control, I’d be 
at the banks constantly, and I’d make sure my partners were 
getting a better return on their investment.” With that, Nicole 
lasted her duck. She smiled at Rubio. “Delicious,” she said. 


Along with all her other qualities. Georgette Cilke was a very 
organized woman. Each Tuesday afternoon she volunteered 
exactly two hours of her time at the national headquarters of 
the Campaign Against the Death Penalty, where she helped 
answer the phone and reviewed pleas from lawyers of prison- 
ers on death row. So Nicole knew exactly where to deliver her 
second important message of the day. 

When Georgette saw Nicole walk into the office, her face 
^ brightened. She rose to embrace her friend. “Thank goodness,” 
she said. “Today has been dreadful. I’m glad you’re here. I can 
use the moral support.” 

“1 don’t know how much help I’m going to be,” Nicole said. 

I ve got something troubling that I have to discuss with you.” 
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In the years they had worked together, Nicole had never 
confided in Georgette before, though they maintained a warm 
professional relationship. Georgette never discussed her hus- 
band’s work with anyone. And Nicole never saw the point in 
talking about her lovers with married women, who always 
thought they had to offer advice on how to get a man to the 
altar, which was not what she wanted. Nicole preferred talking 
about the raw se,x, but she noticed that this made most married 
women uncomfortable. Maybe, Nicole thought, they didn’t like 
hearing about what they were missing. 

Georgette asked Nicole whether she wanted to talk in 
private, and when Nicole nodded, they found a small empty 
office down the hall. 

“rvc never discussed this with anyone,” Nicole began. “But 
you must know that my father was Raymond Aprile — the one 
known as Don Aprile. Have you heard of him?” 

Georgette stood up and said, “I don’t think I should be 
having this conversation with you — ” 

“Please sit down ” Nicole interrupted. “You need to hear 
this." 

Georgette looked uncomfortable but did as Nicole asked. In 
truth, she had aUmys been curious about Nicole’s family but 
knew she couldn’t bring it up. Like many others. Georgette 
assumed Nicole, through her pro bono work, was trying to 
make up for the sins of her father. How frightening childhood 
must have been for Nicole, growing up in the shadow of crimi- 
nals. And how embarrassing. Georgette thought of their own 
daughter, who was embarrassed to be seen with either of her 
parents in public. She wondered how Nicole had survived those 
years. 

Nicole knew Georgette would never betray her husband in 
any ray, but she also knew Georgette ras a compassionate 
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woman with an open mind. Someone who spent her free time as 
* an advocate for convicted murderers. Now Nicole looked at her 
with a steady gaze and said, “My father w'as killed by men who 
have a close relationship wth your husband. And my brothers 
and I have proof that your husband accepted bribes com these 
men.” 

Georgette’s first reaction was shock, then disbehefi She strif 
nothing. But it was only seconds before she fell the hrs* dear 
flush of anger. “How dare }X)u,“ she \shisnered. She I'cied 
Nicole squarely in eyes, “hfy husband v>-onId ra±er die dm 
break the law.” 


Nicole was surprised by the intensity of Geomse s resnnse 
She could see now that Georgette truh' beh’r.ed in -er 
Nicole continued; “Your husband is not the rrm he 
be. And I know how you feel. I just read mv feder'^ 
but as much as I love him, I know he ken: 53^ ^ 

as Kurt is keeping secrets from you." * " *“ 

Then Nicole told Georgette about the mfr-n: c-“ ^ 

tella had Mred into Cilke’s bank acco^anl and 

ea mgs wth drug kingpins and hit men. vdo - ' 

‘he.r work Mth the tacit blessina of h- 
expect you to believe me,” Nicole said. “AE I hc^ - 
ask your husband whether I’m tellina von th= 

"’an you say he is, he won’t fie” ' 

..,^'orgette betrayed no hint of the tnrmo^ - - 

are you telling me this?” 

neainstr^y'ij^y has a 

‘’n^ines. It, goina to ha^^ * 

‘’"asms macaroni warehouse:’- ^ 

'>t‘hanicntionofmacaroni - 
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don’t believe you.” Then she got up to leave. “I’m sorry, 
Nicole,” she said. “I know you’re upset, but we have nothing •• 
more to say to each other.” 


That night, in the sparsely decorated bedroom of the furnished 
ranch house where his family had been moved, Cilke faced his 
nightmare He and his wife had finished dinner and were sitting 
across from each other, both of them reading. Suddenly, Geor- 
gette put down her book and said, “I need to talk to you about 
Nicole Aprile.” 

In all their years together. Georgette had never asked her 
husband to discuss his work. She didn’t want the responsibility 
of keeping federal secrets. And she knew this was a part of his 
life Cilke needed to keep to himself Sometimes, lying in bed 
next to him at night, she would wonder how he did his job— the 
tactics he used to get information, the pressure he must have to 
put on suspects. But in her mind she always pictured him as 
the ultimate federal agent, in his neatly pressed suit, with his 
thumbed-over copy of the Constitution tucked into his back 
pocket. In her heart she was smart enough to know this was a 
fantasy. Her husband was a determined man. He would go far 
to defeat his enemies. But this was a reality she never chose to 
examine 

Cilke had been reading a mystery novel — the third book in a 
scries about a serial killer who raises his son to become a priest. 
When Georgette asked her question, he immediately closed the 
book. “I’m listening,” he said. 

“Nicole said some things today — about you and the inves- 
tigation you’re conducting,” Georgette said. “I know you don’t 
like to talk about your work, but she made some strong accusa- 
tions.” 
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Cilke fell the rage rising within him, until he was in a blind 
Vury. First they had killed his dogs. Then they had destroyed 
his home. And now they had tarnished his purest relationship. 
Finally, when his heart stopped racing, he asked Georgette in 
the calmest voice he could manage to tell him exactly what had 
happened. 

Georgette repeated her entire conversation with Nicole and 
watched her husband’s expression carefully as he absorbed the 
information. His face betrayed no hint of surprise or outrage. 
When she was finished, Cilke said, “Thank you, sweetheart. I’m 
sure it was very difficult for you to tell me. And I’m sorry you 
had to do it.” Then he rose from his chair and walked toward 
the front door. 

“Where are you going?” Georgette asked. 

“I need some air,” Cilke said. “I need to think.” 

“Kurt, honey?” Georgette’s voice was questioning; she needed 
reassurance. 

Cilke had sworn he would never lie to his wife. If she insisted 
on the truth, he would have to tell her and suffer the conse- 
quences. He was hoping she would understand and decide it 
was better to pretend these secrets did not exist. 

“Is there anything you can tell me?” she asked. 

He shook his head. “No,” he said. “I would do anything for 
you. You know that, don’t you?” 

Yes. But I need to know. For us and for our daughter.” 

Cilke saw there was no escape. He realized she would never 
look at him the same way again if he told her the truth. At that 
„ moment, he wanted to crush Astorre Viola’s skull. He thought 
oould possibly say to his wife: I only accepted the 
bnbcs the FBI wanted me to? We overlooked the small crimes 
>n order to focus on the big ones? We broke some laws to 
cnlorcc more important ones? He knew these answers would 
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only infuriate her, and he loved and respected her too much to ^ 
do such a thing. 

Cilke left the house without saying a word. When he re- 
turned, his wife pretended to be asleep. He made up his mind 
then. The following night he would confront Astorre Viola and 
reclaim his owi vision of justice. 


Aspinella Washington did not hate all men, but she was 
repeatedly surprised by just how many of them turned her off. 
They were all so . . . useless. 

After she had taken care of Heskow, she was briefly interro- 
gated by two officers in airport security, who were either too 
dumb or too intimidated to challenge her version of events. 
When the cops found St 00,000 taped to Heskow’s body, they 
figured his motive was obvious. They decided it was appropri- 
ate to reward themselves with a service fee for^cleaning up the 
mess she’d made before thcumbulance arrived. They also ga\'e 
Aspinella a clump of blood-stained bills, which she added to 
the $30,000 Heskow had already given her. ^ 

She had only two uses for the money. She locked all but 
$3,000 in her safety deposit box. She had left instructions with 
her mother that if anything ever happened to her, all of the 
money in the box — over $300,000 in payoffs — should be put in 
a trust for her daughter. With the remaining $3,000, she took a 
cab to Fifth Avenue and Fifty-third Street, where she entered 
the fanciest leather-goods store in the city and took an elevator 
to a private suite on the third floor. 

A woman wearing designer glasses and a navy pinstripe suit 
took her payment and escorted her down the hall, where she ^ 
bathed in a tub filled with fragrant oils imported from Chin^' 
She soaked herself for about twenty minutes and listened td^ 



OMERTA • 291 

a CD of Gregorian chants whUe she ^s-aited for Rudolfo, a 

'licensed sexual-massage therapist. _ 

Rudolfo received $3,000 for a tw'o-hour session, which, he 
vvas delighted to point out to his very satisfied customers, was 
more than even the most famous lawyers received per hour. 
“The difference,” he said with a Bavarian accent and a sly pn, 
“is that they just fuck you over. I fuck you over the moon. 

Aspinella had heard about Rudolfo during an imdercor'er 
vice investigation she conducted in the city' s elite hotels. One 
concierge was worried that he might be asked to testify, so in 
exchange for not being summoned, he ga\-e her the tip about 
Rudolfo. Aspinella thought about making the bust, but once 
she met Rudolfo and experienced one of his massages, she felt 
it would be an even bigger crime to deny women the pleasure of 
^ his extraordinary talents. 

After several minutes he knocked on the door and asked, 
“May 1 come in?” 


“I’m counting on it, baby,” she said. 

He walked in and looked her over. “Great eye patch,” he said. 
During her first session, Aspinella had been surprised when 
Rudolfo entered the room naked, but he had said, “Why bother 
getting dressed just to get undress^T’ He was an extraordinary 


speamen, tall and taut, with a tattoo of a tiger on his right 
bicqis and a silken mat of blond on his chest. She particularly 
hked the chest hair, which separated Rudolfo from tho semaga- 
ane models who’d been plucked, shaved, and greased so care- 
ully you couldn’t tell whether they were male or female. 

V “How have you been?” he asked. 


You don’t wanna hear about it,” Aspinella said. “All yoi 
w to know i« tViot T j . . 


, . — saia. All yo 

0 IS that I need some sexual healing.” 

her ^ 

Then he gently kneaded her neck before turning h 
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iver and lightly massaging her breasts and stomach. By the 
ime he began to caress between her legs, she was already moist 
,nd breathing hard. 

“Why can’t other men do this to me?’’ Aspinella said with a 
igh of ecstasy. 

Rudolfo was about to begin the premium part of the service, 
lis tongue massage, which he did expertly and with remarkable 
tamina. But he was struck by her question, which he had heard 
nany times. It always amazed him. It seemed to him that the 
ity was exploding with sexually undernourished women. 

“It’s a mystery to me, why other men can’t do it,” he said. 
What do you think?” 

She hated to interrupt her sexual reverie, but she could tell 
ludolfo needed pillow talk before the grand finale. “Men are 
reak,” she said. “We’re the ones who make all the important 
lecisions. When to get married. When to have kids. We rein 
hem in and hold them accountable for the things they do.” 

Rudolfo smiled politely. “But what does that have to do with 
ex?” 

Aspinella wanted him to get back to work. “I don’t know,” 
he said. “It’s just a theory." 

Rudolfo began to massage her again — slowly, steadily, 
hythymically. He never seemed to tire. And each time he 
irought her to great heights of pleasure, she imagined the terri- 
ile depths of pain to which she would bring Astorre Viola and 
lis gang of thugs the following night. 


fhe Viola Macaroni Company was located in a large brick 
•arehouse on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. More than 
ne hundred people worked there, unloading giant burlap bags 
f imported Italian macaroni onto a conveyor belt, which then 
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automatically sorted and boxed it. 

A year before, inspired by a magazine article he’d read about 
how small businesses were improving their operations, Astorre 
had hired a consultant straight out of Harvard Business School 
to recommend changes. The young man told Astorre to double 
his prices, change the brand name of his macaroni to Uncle 
Vito’s Homemade Pasta, and fire half of his employees, who 
could be replaced by temporary help at half the price. At that 
suggestion Astorre fired the consultant. 

Astorre’s office was on the main floor, which was roughly the 
size of a football field, lined with shiny stainless steel machines 
on both sides. The back of the warehouse opened to a loading 
dock. Video cameras had been placed outside the entrances and 
inside the factory, so he could keep track of visitors and moni- 
tor production from his office. Normally, the warehouse closed 
down at 6;oo p.m., but on this night Astorre had retained five of 
his most qualified employees and Aldo Monza. He was waiting. 

The night before, when Astorre had told Nicole his plan at 
her apartment, she was adamantly opposed to it. She shook her 
head violently. “First of all, it won’t work. And second, I don’t 
want to be an accessory to murder.” 

They killed your assistant and they tried to kidnap you,” 
Astorre said quietly. “We’re all in danger, unless I take action.” 
Nicole thought of Helene, and then she remembered her many 
dinner-table arguments with her father, who would certainly 
have sought vengeance. Her father would have said that she 
owed this to the memory of her friend, and he would have 
reminded her that it was reasonable and necessary to take 
precautions to protect the family. 

'Vhy don’t we go to the authorities?” she asked. 

Astorre’s response was curt: “It’s too late for that.” 

Now Astorre sat in his office, live bait. Thanks to Grazziella, 
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he knew that Portella and Tulippa were in the city for a meeting 
of the syndicate. He couldn’t be sure that Nicole’s leak to Rubio , 
would force them to pay a visit, but he hoped they migirt try' one 
last attempt at persuading him to turn over the banks before 
resorting to violence. He assumed they would check him for 
weapons, so he didn’t arm himself, except for a stiletto, which 
he stored in a special pocket sewn into his shirtsleeve. 

Astorre was carefully watching his video monitor when hc"^ 
saw a half dozen men enter the back of the building from the 
loading dock. He had given his own men instructions to hide 
and not to attack until he gave them the signal. 

He studied the screen and recognized Portella and Tulippa 
and among the six. Then, as they faded off the monitor, he 
heard the sound of footsteps approaching his office. If they had 
already decided to kill him, Monza and his crew were at the 
ready and would be able to save him. 

But then Portella called out to him. 

He didn’t answer. 

Within seconds Portella and Tulippa paused at the door. 

“Come in,’’ Astorre said with a warm smile. He stood to 
i shake their hands. “What a surprise. I hardly ever get visitors at 
^ -this hour. Is there something I can do for you?” 

, “Yeah,” Portella cracked. “We’re having a big dinner and vve 
ran out of macaroni.” 

• Astorre waved his hands magnanimously and said, “My 
macaroni, your macaroni.” 

“How about your banks?” Tulippa asked ominously. 

Astorre was ready for this. “It s time we talked seriously. It’s 
time we did business. But first I’d like to give you a tour of the 
plant. I’m very proud of it.” 

Tulippa and Portella c.xchangcd a confused look. They were 
wary. “OK, but let’s keep it short,” Tulippa said, wondering 
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how such a clown had been able to survive this long. 

Astorre led them to the floor. The four men who had ac- 
companied them were standing nearby. Astorre greeted them 
warmly, shaking hands with each of them and complimenting 
them on their dress. 

Astorre’s own men were watching him carefully, waiting for 
his command to strike. Monza had stationed three shooters 
bnVmezzanine overlooking the floor, hidden from view. The 
others had fanned out to opposite sides of the warehouse. 

Long minutes passed as Astorre showed his guests through 
the warehouse. Then Portella finally said, “It’s clear that this is 
really where your heart is. Why don’t you let us run the banks? 
We will make you one more offer and cut you in for a percent- 
age. 

Astorre was about to give his men the signal to shoot. But 
suddenly he heard a rattle of gunshots and saw three of his men 
fall twenty feet from the mezzanine and land facedown on the 
concrete floor in front of him. He scanned the warehouse:, look- 
ing for Monza, as he quickly slipped behind a huge packaging 
machine. 

From there he saw a black woman with a green eye patch 
sprint toward them and grab Portella bv the neck, Sfas jabbed 
him in his protrading belly with her assault rifie, then she nnhed 
out a revolver and threw the rifie to the ground, 

“OK,” Aspinella Washington said, “Everybody drop yorrr 
weapons. Now.” When no one moved, she tSd not hesitats. She 
grabbed Portella by the neck, turned him around, and fired two 
. bullets into his stomach. As he doubled over, she slammed her 
revolver down on his head and kicked him in the teeth, 

'Then she grabbed Tulippa and said. “You’re ne^ 
wO'body does what I say: This is an eye for an eye, you cat- 
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Portella knew that without help, he would only live for a few 
more minutes. His vision was already beginning to fade. He was 
sprawled across the floor, breathing heavily, his florid shirt 
soaked with blood. His mouth was numb. “Do what she says,” 
he groaned weakly. 

Portella ’s men obeyed. 

He had always heard that being shot in the stomach was the 
most painful way to die Now he knew why. Every time he took 
a deep breath, he felt like he had been stabbed in the heart. He 
lost control of his bladder, his urine making a dark stain on his 
new blue trousers. He tried to focus his eyes on the shooter, 
a muscular black woman he didn’t recognize. He tried to utter 
the words “Who are you?” but he couldn’t find the breath. His 
final thought was an oddly sentimental one: He wondered who 
would tell his brother Bruno that he was dead. 

It took Astorre only a moment to figure out what had 
happened. He had never before seen Detective Aspinclla Wash- 
ington. except in newspaper photos and on TW news shows. But 
he knew if she had discovered him, she must ha\'e gotten to 
Heskow first. And Heskow must certainly be dead. Astorre did 
not mourn for the slippery bagman. Heskow had the great flaw 
of being a man who would say or do anything to stay alive It 
was good that he was now in the ground with his flowers. 

Tulippa had no idea why this angry bitch was holding a pn 
to his neck. He had trusted Portella to handle the security and 
given his own loyal bodyguards the night olT. A stupid mistake. 
America is such a strange country, he thought to himself. You 
never know where the next violence is coming from. 

As Aspinclla dug the nozzle of the gun deep into his skin, 
Tulippa made a promise to himself that if he escaped and could 
return to South America, he would speed up production of his 
nuclear arsenal. He would personally do everything he could to 
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blow up as much of this America as possible, especially Wash- 
' ington, D.C., an arrogant capital of lazy bullies in armchairs, 
and New York City, where they seemed to breed crazy people 
like this one-eyed bitch. 

“All right,” Aspinella said to TulippV. “You offered us half a 
mil to take care of this guy.” She pointed to Astorre. “It would 
be my pleasure to accept the job, but since my accident I’ve had 
to double my fee. With only one eye, I have to concentrate twice 
as hard.’.’ 


Kurt Cilke had been staking out the warehouse throughout 
the day. Sitting in his blue Chevy with nothing but a pack of 

gum and a copy of Newsweek, he waited for Astorre to make 
his move. 


He had come alone, not wanting to involve any other federal 
agents in what he believed might be.the end of his career. When 
he saw Portella and Tulippa enter the building, he felt the bile 
nsing m his stomach. And he realized what a clever foe Astorre 
'vas. If, as Cilke suspected, Portella and Tulippa attacked As- 
torr^ Cilke would have a legal duty to protect him. Astorre 
wou d be free and would clear his name without breaking his 
silence. And Cilke would blow years of hard work. 

But when Cilke saw Aspinella Washington storm into the 
“I mg toting an assault rifle, he felt something different— 
car. He had heard about Aspinella’s role in the airport 
mo mg. It sounded suspicious to him. Just didn’t add up. 
hn f ammunition in his revolver and felt a distant 

hi? rt J' On 

"IS cell phone, he dialed Boxton. 

Jm outside Astorre Viola’s warehnncp” r’;n-« 



tscs coTiTi. But she K 2 S 

’ hza £ gna in her hand. Ql.^'e - i- - 

^.-^sn she thought. “You thiak' Tr- ... 

}'£ei. ‘‘ V'el I think you’re pan c:' a 
test:airxinoesfrom this piece cf sc.; an. 
ufx-ijsi vflh the pn. “Isn’t that rfpa .c^V - ' ' 

A: zrs. izryp' didn’t say anything, bur -.vce? . 

fcrseiiEir die gccih; Voided and nodded.. 

!Tv AsrodUz him 
*072:1 raiaicndlkn. aaj^^cpsped. 

Cii-r.T=.c&f in:fin-, 2 n 5 “Each dollar thev wired 

a deep breath 

C--- r-erxearrar TTjli.itE.-’- 

"*’’ ^ ' ^'^adier: AiiSol^onzs’ •••ac o a' 

annoticed berix armfr-- standing 

tm'trii • » ■ ‘ • B-‘ .iae .TEtchines, Affojrp cn,., 

wichmAspirexiA--—^ 2 

n’otion,hesa:v-her€r fe'Rtwihgin slow 

™ "! She W. Tfe E"l as 

PKhinghcrofbalace'" ' ^ 'P'ltepecd, 
Ctehadbrenhitinfijaej, ■ 
>>Jsa.berslaggerbacta^j^,;:C^“™«'^ 

'”"«"glheirtraiji„,,_~^-‘'-'* 

Partnftc^i.., _ 6‘Otheve:”. 


i;i;] _ 

““"“gtothever’--^-- • - 


. * *Ci; . 

"'“«®a.dsL .""““““"fc-asa: -0 ''‘" ■ 


s 


‘•’^t Aspinelia 


300 • MARIO PUZO 

tackled her and elbowed her in the face, knocking her out cold. 
But before he had a chance to grab her gun, Astorre came out 
from behind the machine and kicked it across the room. Then 
he stood over Tulippa and gallantly offered his hand. 

Tulippa accepted it and Astorre pulled him up. Meanwhile, 
Monza and the surviving members of his team rounded up the 
rest of Portella's men and tied them to steel support beams of 
the warehouse. No one touched Cilke and Portella. 

“So,” Astorre said, “I believe we have some business to 
finish.” 

Tulippa was puzzled. Astorre was a mass of contradictions — 
a friendly adversary, a singing assassin. Could such a wild card 
ever be trusted? 

Astorre walked to the center of the warehouse and signaled 
Tulippa to follow. When he reached an open space, he stopped 
and faced the South American. “You killed my uncle and you 
tried to steal our banks. I should not even waste my breath on 
you.” Then Astorre pulled out the stiletto, its silver blade flash- 
ing, and showed it to Tulippa. “I should just slice your throat 
and be done with it. But you arc weak, and there is no honor in 
butchering a defenseless old man. So I’ll give you a fighting 
chance.” 

With those words and an almost imperceptible nod toward 
Monza, Astorre raised both of his hands, as if in surrender, 
dropped his knife, and took several steps back. Tulippa was 
older and bulkier than Astorre, but he had carved rivers of 
blood in his lifetime. He was an extremely qualified man with a 
knife. Still, he was no match for Astorre. 

Tulippa picked up the stiletto and began to move toward 
Astorre. “You arc a stupid and reckless man," he said. “1 was 
ready to accept you as a partner.” He lunged at Astorre several 
times, but Astorre was quicker and evaded him. When Tulippa 
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itopped momentarily to catch his breath, Astorre removed the 
jold medallion from his neck and threw it to the ground, expos- 
ing thp purple scar in his throat. “I want this to be the last thing 
^'ou see before you die.” 

Tulippa was transfixed by the wound, a shade of purple 
he had never seen. And before he knew it, Astorre kicked the 
stiletto out of his hand and with rapid precision kneed Tulippa 
in the back, put him in a headlock, and snapped his neck. 
Everyone heard the crack. 

Without pausing to look at his rnctim, Astorre picked up his 
medallion, placed it back on his throat, and left the building. 

Five minutes later a squadron of FBI cars arrived af the 
Viola Macaroni Company. Aspinella Washington, still alive, 
was taken to the intensive care unit of the hospital. 

\Vhen the FBI officers had completed their study of the silent 
videotape recorded by the cameras Monza had run, they deter- 
mined that Astorre, who had raised his hands and dropped his 
knife, had acted in self-defense. 


EPILOGUE 


N icole slammed down the phone and yelled to her secre- 
tary, “I am sick of hearing about how weak the damn 
Eurodollar is. See if you can track down Mr. Pryor. He’s proba- 
bly on the ninth hole of some golf course.” 

Two years had passed, and Nicole had taken over as head of 
the Aprile banks. When Mr. Pryor was ready to retire, he had 
insisted she was the best person for the job. She was a skilled 
corporate fighter who wouldn’t fold under pressure from bank 
regulators and demanding customers. 

Today Nicole was frantically trying to clear her desk. Later 
that night she and her brothers would fly to Sicily for a family 
celebration with Astorre. But before she could go, she had to 
deal with Aspinclla Washington, who was waiting to hear 
whether Nicole would represent her in an appeal to avoid the 
death penalty. The thought of it filled her with dread, and not 
just because she had a full-time job. 

At first, when Nicole had ofiered to run the banks, Astorre 
had hesitated, remembering the Don’s final wishes. But Mr. 
Pryor convinced him that Nicole was her father’s daughter. 
Whenever a big loan was due, the bank could count on her to 
deploy a potent combination of sweet talk and veiled intimida- 
tion. She knew how to get results. 
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Nicole's intercom tnizzed, znd ?»lr, Pi^crr gr££i.=ci ter in nii 
x>urtly manner: can I do for yon, my denr?^ 

“We’re getting killed on these exchange rates," she szisL 
“What do you think of moving more heavily into dentscne 
marks?" 

“I think that’s an excellent idea," Mr. Pryor said, 

“You know,” Nicole said, “all of this currency trading is 
about as logical as going to Vegas and playing baccarat all day. ' 
Mr. Pryor laughed. “That may be true, but baccarat losses 
aren’t guaranteed by the Federal Reserve.” 

When Nicole hung up, she sal for a moment and reflected on 
the bank’s progress. Since taking over, she had acquired six 
more banks in booming countries and doubled corporate prof- 
its. But she v/as even more pleased that the bank was providing 
larger loans to new businesses in developing parts of the world. 
She smiled to herself as she remembered her first day: 

As soon as her new stationery had arrived, Nicole had 
drafted a letter to Peru’s finance minister demanding repay- 
ment of all of the government’s overdue loans. As she expected, 
this produced an economic crisis in the country, resulting in 
political turmoil and a change of government. The new party 
demanded the resignation of Peru’s consul general to the United 
Nations, Marriano Rubio. 

in the months that followed, Nicole was delighted to read 
that Rubio had declared personal bankruptcy. He was also 
involved in fighting a series of complicated lawsuits with Peru- 
vian investors who had bankrolled one of his many ventures — 
^ a failed theme park. Rubio had vowed it would become “the 
Latino Disneyland,” but all he had been able to attract was a 
Ferris wheel and a Taco Bell. 
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The case, which the tabloids dubbed the Macaroni Massacre, 
had become an international incident. As soon as Aspinella 
Washington recovered from the wound inflicted by Cilke’s 
gunshot — a punctured lung — she had made a series of pro- 
nouncements to the media. While awaiting her trial, she por- 
trayed herself as a martjT on the scale of Joan of Arc. She sued 
the FBI for attempted murder, slander, and violation of her 
civil rights. She also sued the New York Police Department for 
back pay she tvas owed while under suspension. 

Despite her protestations, it had taken the jury only three 
hours of deliberation to convict her. \Vhen the guilty verdict 
was announced, Aspinella fired her attorneys and petitioned 
the Campaign Against the Death Penalty for representation. 
Demonstrating further flair for publicity, she demanded that 
Nicole Aprilc take her case. From her cell on death row, As- 
pinella told the press, “Her cousin got me into this, so now she 
can get me out.” 

At first Nicole refused to meet with Aspinella, saying that 
any good lawyer would recuse herself from such an obiious 
conflict of interest. But then Aspinella accused Nicole of racism, 
and Nicole — not wanting bad blood with minority lenders — 
agreed to see her. 

The day of their meeting, Nicole had to wait twenty minutes 
while Aspinella greeted a small congress of foreign dignitaries. 
They hailed Aspinella as a brave warrior against America’s 
barbaric penal code. Finally Aspinella gave Nicole the signal to 
approach the glass window. She had taken to wearing a yellow 
eye patch stitched with the word frhhjom. 

Nicole launched into all of her reasons for wanting to turn 
down the case and concluded by pointing out that she had 
represented Astorre in his testimony against her. 

Aspinella listened carefully, twirling her new dreadlocks. “I 
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hear you, she said, “but there’s a lot you don’t know. Astorre 
was right: I am guilty of the crimes I’ve been convicted of, and 
I will spend the rest of my life atoning for them. But please, help 
me live long enough to begin to make whatever amends I can.” 

At first Nicole figured this was just another one of Aspinella’s 
ploys to gain sympathy, but there was something in her voice 
that moved Nicole. She still believed that no human being had 
the right to condemn another to death. She still believed in 
redemption. She felt Aspinella deserved a defense, just as every 
death row inmate did. She just wished she didn’t have to handle 
this one. 

Before Nicole could make a final decision, she knew there 
was one person she had to face. 


After the funeral, at which Cilke had received a hero’s burial. 
Georgette had requested a meeting with the director. An FBI 
escort picked her up from the airport and took her to Bureau 
headquarters. 

^\^len she entered the director’s office, he WTapped her in a 
hug and promised that the Bureau would do es’erything neces- 
sary to help her and her daughter cope with their loss. 

“Thank you,” Georgette said. “But that’s not wfo- 1 came. I 
need to know why my husband was killed.’" 

The director paused quite a while before speaking. He knev-’ 
she had heard rumors. And those rumors could ix> 3 e a rr~^ re 
the Bureau’s image He needed to reassure her. Finalr-'. he said. 

1 ra embarrassed to admit thpt needed to 

investigation. Your husband was a paraxon whs* air 
man should be He was devoted to his wr-k. an^ ''h'" 
every' law to the letter. I know he nr.er hie 

thing to compromise the Bureau or his fanrh..* 
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“Then why did he go to that warehouse alone?" Georgette 
asked. “And what was his relationship with Portella?" 

The director followed the talking points he had practiced 
with his staff prior to the meeting. "Your husband was a great 
investigator. He had earned the freedom and respect to follow 
his own leads. We don’t believe he ever took a bribe or crossed 
the line with Portella or anyone else. His results speak volumes. 
He’s the man who broke up the Mafia.” 

As she left his office. Georgette realized that she didn’t 
believe him. She knew that in order to find any peace, she would 
have to believe the truth she felt in her heart: that her husband, 
despite his zeal, was as good a man as she would ever know. 


After the murder of her husband. Georgette Cilke continued 
to volunteer at the New York headquarters of the Campaign 
Against the Death Penalty, but Nicole had not seen her since 
their fateful conversation. Because of her responsibilities at the 
bank, Nicole had said she was too busy for the Campaign. The 
truth was, she could not bear to face Georgette, 

Even so, when Nicole walked through the door, Georgette 
greeted her with a warm embrace. 'T’ve missed you,” she said, 
“I'm sorry I haven't been in touch,” Nicole responded. “I 
tried to write you a condolence letter, but I couldn’t find the 
words.” 

Georgette nodded and said, "I understand.” 

“No,” Nicole said, her throat tightening, “you don’t under- 
stand. I deserve some of the blame for what happened to your 
husband. If I hadn’t spoken to you that afternoon — ” 

“It still would have happened,” Georgette cut in. “If it hadn’t 
been your cousin, it would have been someone else. Something 
like this was bound to happen sooner or later. Kurt knew it and 
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so did I” Georgette hesitated only a moment before she added, 
•■The important thing now is that we remember hts goodnesa 
So let’s not talk any ntore about the past. I’m sure we all have 


Nicole wished it were that easy. She took a deep breath. 
“There’s more. Aspinella Washington wants me to represent 


Though Georgette tried to hide it, Nicole saw her flinch at 
the mention of Aspinella’s name. Georgette was not a religious 
woman, but at this moment she was certain God was testing her 
powers of conviction. “OK,” she said, biting her lip. 

“OK?” Nicole asked, surprised. She had hoped Georgette 
would object, forbid it, and that Nicole would be able to refuse 
Aspinella out of loyalty to her friend. Nicole could hear her 
father telling her, “There would be honor in such loyalty.” 

“Yes,” Georgette said, closing her eyes. “You should defend 
her.” 

Nicole was amazed. “I don’t have to do this. Everyone will 
understand.” 

“That would be hypocritical,” Georgette said. “A life is 
sacred or it isn’t. We can’t adjust what we believe just because it 
causes us pain.” 

Georgette became silent and extended her hand to Nicole to 
say good-bye. There was no hug this time. 

After replaying that conversation in her mind all day, Nicole 
finally phoned Aspinella and, with reluctance, accepted the 
case. In one hour Nicole would be leaving for Sicily. 


TteMo>™gweekCkowte«a„ote,otecoorita^^^ 

the Campaign Against the Death Penaltv RE ' ^ 
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and that she wished everyone well. She did not leave a forward- 
ing address. 


Astorre had kept his vow to Don Aprilc, to save the banks and 
ensure the well-being of his family. In his own mind he was now 
free of any obligations. 

The week after he had been cleared of all wrongdoing in the 
warehouse murders, he met \vith Don Craxxi and Octavius 
Bianco in his warehouse office and told them about his desire to 
return to Sicily. He explained that he fell a lonpng for the land 
itself, that it had insinuated itself into his dreams for many 
years. He had many happy memories of his childhood at Villa 
Grazia, the country retreat of Don Aprile, and he had always 
hoped to return. It was a simpler life but a richer one in many 
ways. 

It was then that Bianco told him, “You do not have to return 
to Villa Grazia. There is a vast property that belongs to you in 
Sicily. Tlie entire village of Castellammare del Golfo.” 

Astorre was puzzled. “How can that bc7” 

Benito Craxxi told him of the day the great Mafia chief, Don 
Zeno, had called his three friends to his bedside as he lay dying. 
“You are the young boy of his heart and soul,” he said. “And 
now you are his only surviving heir. The village has been 
bequeathed to you by your natural father. It is your birthright.” 

“When Don Aprilc took you to America, Don Zieno left 
provisions for all those in his village, until the day you would 
come to claim it. We provided protection for the village after 
your father’s death, according to his wshes. \Vhcn the farmers 
sulTcrcd a bad season, we ofTcred the means to purchase fruits 
and grains to plant — a helping hand.” 

“Wffiy didn’t you tell me before?” Astorre asked. 
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“Don Aprile swore us to secrecy,” Bianco said. “Your father 
wanted your safety and Don Aprile wanted you as part of his 
family. He also needed you to protect his children. In truth, you 
had two fathers. You are blessed.” 


Astorre landed in Sicily on a beautiful sun-filled day. Two of 
Michael Grazziella’s bodyguards met him at the airport and 
escorted him to a dark blue Mercedes. 

As they drove through Palermo, Astorre marveled at the 
beauty of the city: Marble columns and ornate carvings of 
mythic figures made some buildings Greek temples, others 
Spanish cathedrals with saints and angels carved deep into the 
gray stone. The descent into Castellammare del Golfo took 
over two hours on a rocky, single-lane road. To Astorre as 
always, the most striking thing about Sicily was the beauty of 
the countryside, with its breathtaking view of the Mediter- 
ranean Sea. 

The village, in a deep ralley surrounded by mountains, was a 
labyrinth of cobblestone, lined with small, two-story stucco 
houses. Astorre noticed several people peeking through the 
cracks of the painted winte shutters puHed shut against the, 
scorching midday sun. 

He was greeted by the rnaynr cT the village, a short man in 
peasant clothes who irt-'ocxec hhrseh' as Leo DiMarco and 
bowed with respect. “T Fc.-tr.-,?r he said. “Welcome.” 

Astorre, uncomfor^;'^ scried and asked in Sicilian, “Would 
you please take me thmu^ the village?” 

They passed a few old men playing cards on wooden benches. 
On the far side of the piazza was a stately Catholic church. And 
It was into this church. Saint Sebastian’s, that the mayor first 
took Astorre, who had not said a formal prayer since the 
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“But what was he like as a man?” Astorrc asked. 

DiMarco shrugged. “There are few people left who knew 
him in that way, and even fewer who will speak to you about 
him. He has become a legend. So who would wish to know the 
real man?” 

/ would, Astorre thought. 

They walked through the countryside and then climbed a 
steep hill, with DiMarco stopping occasionally to catch his 
breath. Finally, Astorrc saw the cemetery. But instead of grave- 
stones, there were rows of small stone buildings. Mausoleums, 
all surrounded by a high, cast-iron fence, which was locked 
at a gate. The sign above read: within these gates, all are 

INNOCENT.” 

The mayor unlocked the gate and led Astorre to his father’s 
gray marble mausoleum, marked by the epitaph vincenzo 
ZENO; A GOOD AND GENEROUS MAN. AstoiTC entered the building 
and on the altar studied the picture of his father. It was the first 
time he’d seen a picture of him, and he was struck by how 
familiar his face looked. 

DiMarco then took Astorre to another small building, 
several rows away. This stone was white marble, the only hint of 
color a light blue raiment of the Virgin Mary carved into the 
arch of the entrance. Astorre walked in and examined the 
picture. The girl was not more than twenty-two years old, but 
her wide green eyes and radiant smile wanned him 

Outside, he said to DiMarco. “When I was a boy, I used to 
dream of a woman like hen but I thought she was an angel” 
DiMarco nodded. “She was a fceairJfcl girl. I remember her 
from church. And vnu're She sang like an angel” 


Astorrc rode anr'- 








THE FORTUNATE PILGRIM 

Mario Puzo 


‘From the barren farms of Italy to the cramped tenements o: 
New York, the immigrant families struggle with an adopted life 
- none more so than the Angcluzzi-Corbos. At their head standi 
Lucia Santa, wife, widow and mother of two families. It is he: 
formidable will that steers them through the Depression and the 
early years of war. But she cannot prevent the conflict beween 
Italian and American values - nor the violence and bloodshed 
which must surely follow .... 

‘I began reading The Fortunate Pilgrim yesterday aftenrorr 
and didn’t stop reading until I had finished it. Puzo r:esez3 
the convincing imagery of Thomas Wolfe with the eacerziy cf 
Nathaniel West. No one I know can create a city scene ■ed± 
more vivid accuracy’ 

Joseph Heller 

‘The novel’s main tension comes from Lnrhi Szma's 
bewildered, proud and terrified response to her mmhjs 
gradual Americanisation. Her passion holds nrzedmr nr: hm 
the family but the novel ... Mr Puzo has rehasei r dr 
any faking’ 

New Statesman 

‘Puzo has written a chronicle of ^ ^ ^ — 

a small classic’ 

New York Times 



FOOLS DIE 


, Mario Puzo 

Within the interconnecting worlds of bigtime gambling 
publishing and the film industry, the power of corruption ani 
the corruption of power are nowhere better explored. Fror 
New York to Las Vegas, Merlyn and his brother Artie obey thei 
own code of honour in the ferment of contemporar 
America, where law and organised crime are one and th 
same... 

‘Fame and wealth, skulduggery and cheating and pimping, lo\ 
affairs and carnal arrangements, one scene following anoth( 
pell-mell, all written with unflagging vitality... bawdy, comi 
highly coloured, hypnotic. It would be a very cool readi 
indeed to did not devour the whole mixture greedily’ 

New York Times 

‘Corruptly compulsive’ 

Daily Express 


‘Unforgettable... will rivet your attention’ 
Cosmopolitan 



THE DARK ARENA 

Mario Puzo 


Walter Mosca, hardened by the brutality and desecration 
three long years of war, returns to the USA a changed m; 
But he has no sooner arrived than he knows he must run b£ 
to the land of the enemy, to find the woman who accepts 1 
rage and cruelty of the world arround her. Back in Germa' 
where the bitter aftcrmatli of war is everywhere appare 
American cigarettes will buy almost anything. Against f 
background the love affair between Mosca and his girlfrie 
Hclla moves to a .savage climax as vivid and violent as any see 
in The Godfather. 

‘The book reveals Mr Puzo to be a writer of power a 
precision . . . This grim, gruff-mouthed, stifT-souled fell< 
(Mosca) overcomes the reader not with muscle but with t 
humanity and tenderness of his tragedy’ 

New York Herald Tribune 

“The author is able, hone.sl and intelligent. He will write me 
novels, and good ones. You may be sure of that’ 

San Francisco Chronicle 

‘A very good novel indeed, and one reads it with the sense > 
discovery and pleasure that a new talent evokes’ 

Saturday Review 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN PAPERBACK 


□ 

The Godfather 

Mario Puzo 

£5.99 ♦ 

□ 

Fools Die 

Mario Puzo 

£6.99 

□ 

The Fortunate Pilgrim 

Mario Puzo 

£5.99 

□ 

The Dark Arena 

Mario Puzo 

£5.99 

□ 

The Last Don 

Mario Puzo 

£5.99 

□ 

The Sicilian 

Mario Puzo 

£5.99 

□ 

The Silence of the Lambs 

Thomas Harris 

£5.99 

□ 

Red Dragon 

Thomas Harris 

£5.99 

□ 

Hannibal 

Thomas Harris 

£6.99 

□ 

Nimitz Class 

Patrick Robinson 

£5.99 

□ 

Kilo Class 

Patrick Robinson 

£5.99 

□ 

HMS Unseen 

Patrick Robinson 

£5.99 


ALL ARROW BOOKS ARE AVAILABLE THROUGH MAIL 
ORDER OR FROM YOUR LOCAL BOOKSHOP AND NEWS- 
AGENT. 

PLEASE SEND CHEQUE/EUROCHEQUE/POSTAL ORDER 
(STERLING ONLY) ACCESS, VISA, MASTERCARD, DINERS 
CARD,SWITCH OR AMEX. 


EXPIRY DATE SIGNATURE 

PLEASE ALLOW 75 PENCE PER BOOK FOR POST AND 
PACKING UK. 

OVERSEAS CUSTOMERS PLEASE ALLOW £1.00 PER COPY 
TOR POST AND PACKING. 

ALL ORDERS TO; 

ARROW BOOKS, BOOKS BY POST, TBS LIMITED, THE 
BOOKSERVICE, COLCHESTER ROAD, FRATING GREEN, 
COLCHESTCR, ESSEX C07 7DW. 

TELEPHONE: (01206)256 000 
FAX (01206)255 914 

NAME: 

ADDRESS 


Please allow 28 days for deliveiy. Please tick box if you do not 

wish to receive any additional information a 

Prices and availability subject to change without notice. 






